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PREFACE 

I DEsmE to introdnce this story to the English 
public ; partly because the ** Silhouette '* is really a 
gem in the way of accurate and vivid presentment of 
an important historical crisis, and partly because of 
its life lessons. I do not make myself responsible 
for all the views of the Author, but I feel strongly 
that those who read it should put down the book with 
a more ardent desire to serve their fellow-men — a 
warmer and deeper faith in **the restitution of all 
things." That, I believe, in spite of temporary dis- 
couragement and apparent failure and deception, is 
the lesson that Axel Lundegard would have us carry 
away. Anton Schutte really trod this earth, and 
played the part assigned to him here; Anton 
Andersson is the creation of tiie writer, but both live 
for us in these pages. The one is wise and lovable, 
and yet with a strange and fatal weakness ; the other, 
noble-hearted and self-sacrificing, has not yet come 
out on the further side of the dark waters of doubt 
and disappointment into which we plunge when the 
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gronnd of oar early hopes gives way beneath our 
feet. For him the donds still hide the land of 
promise, the roshing waves seem to bear him on 
towards destmction, but in his inmost heart he knows 
that he is greater than drcnmstance, and if he — then 
others too. There is for him, there is for ns, a haven 
of rest, a sphere of full activity, bnt not till we have 
been down into the depths and left behind onr self- 
confidenoe, Meanwhile we stay onrselvcs on the 
<< nevertheless afterward ** of onr consolation, and 
behold, even now faintly in the distance, the light 
shines! 

A. K. 
May 1895 
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THE STORM BIRD 

CHAPTER I 

DR. ANTON ANDERSSON AND THE IDEA 

A FEW miles north of Frankfort on the Main lie the 
Baths of Nauheim. The whole outer physiognomy 
of the place betokens a resort for invalids. Here no 
dainty toilettes are to be seen, and the small villas 
are not like the summer abodes of happy human 
beings. They lie gravely, like sick people, on both 
sides of the roads, and their chance inmates wander 
listlessly and thoughtfully under the green trees, 
not with the light step of health, but with the heavy 
one of suffering. . 

In the garden round one of these villas, on the 
bench under a shady maple tree, sat one afternoon 
in August 1892 a young man. He stared con- 
templatively out into the sunshine which gleamed 
white against the green turf. On his knees before 
him he had a thick volume which he had just ceased 
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2 THE STORM BIRD 

to read, and on it lay tlie broad-brimmed felt hat he 
had taken off, bo that the wind might play freely 
round his hot brow. 

He had regular features, a high and open fore- 
head, a well-formed nose. The head seemed a little 
too large for the shoulders, bnt that was perhaps 
because of the bushy fair hair, and the abundant 
light beard which framed the face. The complexion 
was pale, and between the eyebrows was a deep 
sharp furrow. All this gave the impression of a man 
who had spent his life within the four walls of his 
study, of an enthusiast, a dreamer, but not a man of 
action, of a man who had laboured much, meditated 
much and suffered much. This impression was 
strengthened by the great blue eyes, clear as a 
child's and with a child's innocent look. In the 
visitor^s list he figured as Dr. Anton Andersson 
from Sweden. 

He had grown up in the country. Up to the age 
of fifteen he had never been outside his own 
district. His home was a parsonage high up in 
one of Jamtland's most beautiful regions where his 
father, the priest, Johan Andersson, lived and 
worked. He was the only duld of his parents, and, 
after his mother's death, was his father's one joy. 
In order not to lose him, and also for the purpose of 
employing his own spare time and acquirements, 
the Priest Andersson himself conducted his son's 
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DR, ANTON ANDERSSON AND THE IDEA 3 

education. He had long been well versed in Greek 
and Boman literature ; Homer and Herodotus, 
Virgil and Oioero were to him old and dear com- 
panions. With them, too, he quickly made his son 
familiar, after the example of his forefathers for 
many generations back, for he belonged to one of 
the oldest clerical families in the district, and the 
Anderssons were known to be as attached to their 
priestly traditions as to their burgher name. Priest 
Johan was well read also in other subjects, especially 
in history, and he loved best of all the history of his 
fatherland. 

When he unrolled, for his eagerly attentive son, 
scene after scene from the annals of Sweden, and 
with eyes full of tears recited the great Eongs' deeds 
and the battles of the beloved native land, the little 
one listened with breathless interest, and the know- 
ledge which in this way became his was far more to 
him than a mere dry and lifeless collection of facts, 
convenient to be remembered for the sake of an 
examination; to him it was something deep and 
living, impressed on his childish mind with an 
indelible clearness ; it was noble and beautiful, like 
the memory of the holy martyrs who lived, suffered, 
and died for their faith. In his ardent and lofty 
soul, the love of his country and his countrymen 
had also already struck deep root; it became an 
integral part of the religion he professed, and his 
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4 THE STORM BIRD 

heart swelled at the thought that perhaps in the 
f ntnie it might be allowed him to lay his little 
tribute on the altar of his native land, as he hoped 
one day to proclaim to men the Gospel which seemed 
to him to be the trae source of blessing from which 
everything noble and great derived the power of life. 

That was now many years ago ! And his life had 
fashioned itself very unlike what he had dreamed 
then. 

While he was still preparing for his first Com- 
munion, his father suddenly fell ill and was carried 
oK This blow struck him very hard, and to his 
childish mind it seemed to harmonise ill with Grod's 
goodness. He was so lonely ; it was as if he had 
suddenly gone forth into the darkness; he saw 
nothing, and it seemed as if nobody would hear his 
voice if he called out. In that loneliness and dark- 
ness, sick in body and soul, he struggled through the 
decisive crisis of his life. 

From that %ht he came forth, prematurely a 
man. He went to Upsala, became a student, and 
after six years of earnest study, a Doctor of Philo- 
sophy — ^still quite undecided as to what course of 
life he should choose. The call to devote himself to 
the proclamation of the Message he heard no longer, 
it had shrivelled up like a spring flower when the 
frost wind breathes upon it. But since that time 
many strange thoughts had been bom within him, it 
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was as if a new epoch had dawned for his soul with a 
new spring-tide, and in his heart sprang up love for 
that vast, suffering humanity, which yet to-day 
seemed to him to be awaiting its deliverance. This 
love seized him with resistless might and sunmioned 
him forth. He imagined that he caught a glimpse 
of a way in the darkness — ^a thorn-strewn way with 
no alluring resting-places and no honours at the 
end, and he retreated from it, for all that he had 
loved and believed in as a child seemed to vanish in 
its gloom. And yet he must tread it, for all that 
was within him of aspiration and self-forgetting, of 
longing to sacrifice his life in the service of truth 
and of the ideal — all this drew him on. 

To a dreamer who inspires all outer forms with 
the longings of his own spirit; to an enthusiast 
who sees life through the glass eyes of a philosopher 
of the cave, and measures it by the imaginary 
standard of a man of feeling, socialism always 
appears to be very much the same thing as 
Christianity. Apart from dogma, the essence of 
both seems to his imagination Humanity's dream of 
realising the Ideal, the Qood or God. 

Anton Andersson had during his student days at 
the University lived a retired and solitary life. He 
could not share in the pleasures of his comrades, 
even if he had otherwise been so inclined, for an 
organic affection of the heart compelled him to 
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6 THE STORM BIRD 

observe the greatest possible regularity in his habits, 
and this cansed at last his complete isolation. He 
did not trouble himself about it ; it seemed to him 
quite natural. He had never met a woman who 
remained beside him long enough for his memory to 
retain her image. They had all passed by him. It 
seemed as if Eros had neglected to direct an arrow 
against a heart abready diseased. But in that heart 
dwelt a nevernsubdued longing; amidst all kinds 
of physical pains it lived there its quiet life, and 
without hope on its own part of finding that aflSnity 
which would have meant a selfish bliss, it made its 
satis&ction in dreams of the future and the happiness 
of mankind. 

He had inherited from his father a little fortune, 
and on the interest of this money he might have 
lived a life free from anxiety, for his own require- 
ments were more than unassuming. But he could 
not rest in a merely material life, and study, in and 
for itself, seemed to him to be only a means to 
something di£ferent and higher ; he lived for those 
ideas, in the realisation of which he believed with 
the whole strength of a nature essentially sanguine. 
And so it came about that at the end of the year 
1889, at the age of twenty-six, he set up as a printer 
in one of the largest towns of Norrland, and began to 
publish a paper, *'The Dignity of Labour," with 
decided socialistic views. 
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DR. ANTON ANDERSSON AND THE IDEA 7 

At his side stood a man whose energy overcame 
all practical difficulties ; this was the foreman of the 
printing-office he had bought, a man who soon 
became the real chief, both in the printing and the 
editorial office. The foreman had in his youth been 
to America to make his fortune ; he had come back 
with empty hands. The only thing he had gained 
for himself out there was a new Anglo-American 
name, Swanson, which he kept in memory of his 
expedition. In common with all who have known 
life in the great Bepublic on the other side of the 
Atlantic, Herr Swanson was a materialist of the 
purest water. He soon found out that the good 
Dr. Andersson might be used to forward his aims. 

Anton Andersson went about full of a silent, 
naive gladness in having at his side a man bom of 
the people, and the editor generally gave way to the 
authority of the experienced and practical foreman. 
Thus the newspaper went briskly forward. The 
workmen of the town formed themselves into a 
society, and ''The Dignity of Labour" became its 
organ. At the head of the artisan movement was 
Herr Swanson. Time after time the party laid its 
homage and its thanks at the feet of Dr. Andersson, 
and the enthusiast was moved to tears at all the 
love and all the gratitude he met with on the part 
of those whose interests he vindicated. 

But he was not satisfied with himself. He felt 
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8 THE STORM BIRD 

that he had in no wise deserved this gratitude and 
this love, for he did not live according to his theories. 
He was indeed himself one of the capitalists against 
whom Herr Swanson in bad Swedish thundered in 
the columns of the newspaper. Anton Andersson 
resolved to redress that, to bring abont more harmony 
between his teaching and his manner of life, and 
from the beginning of the year 1892, he made his 
assistants, the workmen, part owners in the paper 
and the printing office. At an organising meeting 
to which he summoned the new owners of the i)aper, 
he was the recipient of uproarious homage, and 
afterwards by acclamation was declared the editor 
of the paper with a salary of 1500 kroner. It was 
more than enough to defray his ordinary expenses, 
and he considered that he had done a good stroke 
of business, for the capital he had invested in the 
paper was only half of what he possessed, and it 
brought him in thus as much as he had previously 
received from the whole amount. That labour also 
was capital, he knew well enough, but this cardinal 
axiom of sodalism apparently only applied to others ; 
his own labour he never reckoned in money; it 
belonged to the ** Cause," to the Idea. 

The year opened thus under the best auspices, 
but as it went on it did not fulfil its early promise. 
Anton Andersson soon thought he perceived a 
certain coolness on the part of his friends the 
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DR. ANTON ANDERSSON AND THE IDEA 9 

workmen ; as often happens his doings and arrange- 
ments met with opposition. The third side of the 
paper was fiUed with corresi)ondence and short 
articles, often from the pens of the least educated 
workmen who thus expressed their unformed opinions 
both on the politics of the day and on their private 
affairs. Sometimes as a consequence an irritated 
fury presented herself at the editor^s office, and with 
clenched fists, in her capacity of wife to the injured 
Herr T., demanded that a previous contributor 
should be called " Scoundrel." No reasoning would 
convince her that this plain and unambiguous word 
was not suitable to the columns of a newspaper, and 
she withdrew grumbling, muttering threats between 
her teeth. The editor of the paper was alarmed. 
The feeling of ownership swelled in the breasts of 
the subscribers, and the blood went to their heads. 

They all demanded that the paper should be 
edited in a tone which should satisfy the personal 
interests or personal taste of each and every one of 
them, and as that could not be, there was constant 
and general discontent. 

The dissatisfied began to agitate in secret, and 
Herr Swanson became their leader. He asserted 
that the workmen were now Dr. Andersson's em- 
ployers ; and if they were not satisfied with the work 
he did, he must go. The opposition grew greater 
and greater, but Herr Swanson was a politician, 
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and awaited a political pretext to get rid of the 
editor. 

The opportnnity offered itself in ''the Norwegian 
question/' Herr Swanson and the opposition 
maintained eloquently that the Norwegian claims 
ought to be supported in every way, for this would 
be the best means of Sweden's utilising for herself 
the republican tendencies of Norway. 

Anton Andersson also was naturally enthusiastic 
in the republican cause, but he did not belong to 
those who think any means good enough to enable 
them to attain their purpose. As regarded the 
Norwegian question, he had nothing to say against 
granting the sister-country the fullest possible 
equality in the Union, But this equality — ^which 
he would gladly have seen placed in the hand of a 
brother stretched out trustfully — ^he could not as 
gladly contemplate if delivered over into the 
clenched fist of an enemy, and as the situation 
became more acute, the conviction rooted itself in 
him more and more deeply, that it would be beneath 
the dignity of the Swedish nation to grant now 
what was demanded with threats and abuse of 
Sweden and the Swedes. 

And his distrust once awakened, he began to 
study the history of the union more critically than 
he had done before, when his judgment was ex- 
clusively guided by his sympathy. And it struck 
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him suddenly as quite clear that the Norwegian 
demands had grown year by year, till they now 
ventored to claim what decidedly not the boldest of 
the hyperborean inhabitants of that mountain land 
would have dared to dream of in the days when the 
union was established. During the years which had 
passed away, the Swedish government in the name 
of the nation had made concession after concession 
to its younger and weaker brother, which, like a 
spoilt child, had rewarded this good-nature with 
constantly enhanced demands. Anton Andersson 
studied the contest at the Government Office, and 
found that it was the most clear-sighted men of the 
time, politicians like Anckarsvard and Dalman, who 
there stood foremost against the Norwegian claims, 
and urged a revision of the Act of Union. And his 
sympathies were on the side of these men, for they 
put first the interests of his country. 

This national point of view was altogether new 
to the honest, enthusiastic Socialist ; he questioned 
himself to find out whence it came, and he dis- 
covered that the Northmen by their advance had 
absolutely forced it on him, he had looked on them 
before as brothers, as a different shoot from the 
same stem, but now they had themselves uplifted 
the little standard of national vanity, and against 
this the Swedish national f eeUng must arise ; it was 
as natural as that a steel spring should rebound 
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12 THE STORM BIRD 

when the oord which holds it down breaks. Just 
as soon as the Norwegian nation took up an ultra- 
national stand and threateningly clamonred for its 
rights — BO soon mnst the Swedish people dedavely 
assert its historic position and point to the treaties 
which assured to Sweden a dominant voice in the 
Union. 

Such views Anton Andersson had set forth in 
" The Dignity of Labour." But another watchword 
had been sent out fix>ni the Socialist head-quarters, 
and the constantiy increasing oppodtion made use 
of it. Herr Swanson held meeting after meeting 
to make ready for his littie palace-revolution. The 
result was first of all that a vote of want of confi- 
dence in Dr. Andersson was x>&ssed instead of the 
usual one of grateful homage. And when he would 
not permit his opinions to be determined for him 
by the sovereign people, Hwr Swanson took the 
last step against the refractory one; he called 
together the owners of the paper and its subscribers, 
and Dr. Andersson was solemnly declared to be 
dismissed. Herr Swanson also selected a literary 
carpenter to conduct the new issue. 

The preliminaries to this meeting had been 
carried on in the greatest secrecy, and the decree 
of dismissal came upon Anton Andersson when he 
was quite unprepared for it. Like a bomb smuggled 
in by unknown hands, it lay on his table when one 
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snminer morning he went to his bnsineBS. It quite 
stunned him, and at the first moment he could not 
make np his mind whether or not to believe the 
contents of this mysterious document. In his 
bewilderment he turned as always to Herr Swanson, 
who replied that it was a three months' notice; 
after that the newly elected editor would take his 
post. Eerr Swanson spoke drily and in a business 
like way. 

Anton Andersson went home bewildered. To 
oppose the resolve of the meeting did not occur to 
ViiTTi for a moment; for that, his respect for the 
sovereign people was quite too deeply ingrained, 
and even if he had wished to withstand that 
economic '^ lynching/' he would not have been able 
to do it, for the transfer of the paper and printing 
office was quite legal, and so was the notice. He 
could do nothing else but retire. 

That, however, he did at once without availing 
himself of the sovereign people's gracious time of 
respite. He uttered not a word which, contained 
any reproach of Herr Swanson or his party, but he 
thought a little bitterly of the winged word, of the 
Moor who did his duty and had to go. He was 
just such a slave of the paper who had done his 
duty. But the more he pondered on the thing, the 
more ridiculous it seemed to him that he should go. 

He retired, but grief at what had taken place had 
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14 THE STORM BIRD 

penetrated &r deeper than he would acknowledge 
to himself; he perceiyed only the purely physical 
e£Eect as a bnming pain in his sick heart By his 
physician's nrgent advice he resolved to seek a cure 
and to undergo a course of treatment, therefore he 
had at the end of July arrived at Nanheim. 
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CHAPTER n 

THE IDEA AND HUMAN NATURE 

His views had natnrallj not changed. What had 
happened to himself and injured his nnimportant 
personal interests, had no effect on the Idea. The 
road he took was towards the Future, and his 
dreams would one day be realised. He believed in 
a Tnillenium, and in this imaginary world, strife and 
antagonism, egoism, ignorance and rudeness, would 
be unknown. All interests would have equal justice 
done them, and the interests of individuals would 
become those of all. 

But while he incessantly comforted himself with 
far-reaching hopes of the future, and let his thoughts 
fly far and wide over great stretches of space with 
gleaming horizons, his attention seemed to be sud- 
denly directed to an insignificant object, so near to 
him that as yet he had taken no note of it — this 
was the little individual ^^ man,'' who was to be on 
view in the great barracks of the social system. It 
was as if the experience he had newly won had 
opened his eyes to the nature of man, and it seemed 
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to liim as if he now saw something very ngly where 
his fancy had once depicted for him, something very 
splendid. He went away and philosophised oyer 
this unforeseen metamorphosis. Now and then in 
the great socialist thonght-temple within him, bnilt 
up by his fantasy, a little breath of denial and 
donbt revealed^ itself and blended its voice with the 
orthodox ritnal. But this demon of donbt never 
f onght against the Ideal ; it was only a rationalist^ 
putting the question as to how that Ideal oould be 
realised* And so it pointed at the ill-&voured 
little being Anton Andersson's eyes had lately 
detected, and said, ^' Such is the nature of man ! 
That is the hypothesis ; that is the basis on which 
the system is to be set up ! " 

Anton Andersson tried to dispute that such was 
the foundation, but the experiences he had lately 
had testified in favour of that little rationalistic 
doubt, and he sought in vain to turn a deaf ear to 
its evidence. His thoughts incessantly busied them- 
selves with the practical demonstration he had just 
had. After he had become aware of that palpable 
reality called human nature, he tried in vain to 
bring it into line with the system, and it seemed as 
if the whole thought structure tottered to its founda- 
tion. 

He wanted to cast off the impression, and he 
buried himself in studies. He had provided himself 
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with a volume of a work on the 1848 Eevolution, 
and its contents interested him more and more. 

In the villa where he hired an attic on the express 
condition that he should have access to the garden, 
lived an Austrian family named von C, consisting 
of husband, wife and a sick daughter. Baron von 
C, a high Austrian official of military bearing, had 
from the first moment been the object of the Swedish 
interloper's antipathy. Thus Anton Andersson 
avoided any communication with the old man, who, 
however, had a pair of mild brown eyes and a kind 
face surrounded by grey hair and adorned by a pair 
of great grey moustaches. To Anton Andersson 
this Austrian baron was nothing but a member of 
the "bureaucracy," against which he himself and 
Herr Swanson had thundered in countless articles 
till the word to his imaguiation had assumed the 
most harrowing dimensions. He had never had any 
personal acquaintance with the " bureaucracy," but 
the very idea seemed to him so obnoxious, that he 
carefully avoided any occasion for a never-so-passing 
connection with it. He had not once dared to make 
use of his right to walk in the garden for fear of a 
meeting with the " bureaucrat." Instead of that he 
had lain in his room under the roof and thought evil 
thoughts about this wicked institution. 

The true cause of his retirement lay perhaps 
exclusively in his shyness. He was so unaccustomed 

B 
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to interoonrse with others, that he did not exactly 
know how to behave himaelf towards them. like 
all who have not had occasion to mingle in society 
life, he believed that impassible limits of artificial 
etiquette shut him out from those children of the 
world who, as he imagined, dwelt on the sminy side 
of existence, and rather than expose himself to a 
collision with those bonndaries, he remained per- 
petnally in his darkness, and fortified himself behind 
a preconceived displeasnra Thus it was that the 
late editor of ''The Dignity of Labour" had gone 
out of his way on acconnt of a foreign living example 
of an international eviL 

Then the lonely Swede became ill. It was a 
violent chill, and it was a long time before he 
recovered. One morning, while he was still in bed, 
there was a knock at his door, and the personification 
of an international evil intruded on the representative 
of an international Utopia. Baron von G. brought 
with him flowers from his wife, and remained long 
enough to inform himself of Dr. Andersson's con- 
dition. The old man spoke in a friendly and cheer- 
fol manner, and when he saw on the dressing-table 
many books all dealing with the Bevolution, his 
face had not quite the expression that Anton Anders- 
son expected. The " bureaucrat " smiled quite gaily 
when he discovered that the stranger was occupied 
in studying the Vienna revolution of 1848. 
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Before he went away, he ofiEered in his own name 
and that of his family, to send their maid to the sick 
man to perform the little necessary offices which the 
ordinary attendant always neglected. Anton Anders- 
son thanked him, and from that hour he was watched 
over as if he had himself been a member of the 
Baron's family. 

Long after the old gentleman had vanished, Anton 
Andersson lay and stared into space with wide-open, 
surprised eyes. This visit had turned topsy-turvy 
all his ideas. He could no longer regulate them. 
That was a representative of the ** bureaucracy ! " 
In that one word he had been accustomed to imagine 
all possible evil It was clear that he had looked 
awry at that man. He had stood before his imagi- 
nation as a mask with a ticket, '< bureaucrat," and 
then he had suddenly found out that the mask con- 
cealed a man — a man with a heart ! It was a fresh 
unexpected metamorphosis, and he had scarcely 
managed to recover from the surprise of the first. 

While he lay and philosophised over the matter, 
the thought all at once arose within him, that 
hitherto he had always judged mankind in the light 
of theories developed in the study. (The thought 
was not quite clearly outlined, but it hovered before 
him like a foreboding). The conception ** artisan " 
had thus been a child of his fancy like the concep- 
tion *' bureaucrat." At the first contact with the 
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men who should have peiaonified these theoretical 
children of his imagination, the parts had shifted. 
Tliat was of course an accident, but it opened his 
eyes to the realities of life, and invited him to study 
them more closely. He resolved for the future to 
place the actual side by side with his theorie& 

When he was well again, he visited the von C. 
family and thanked them for their friendliness. He 
found the Baroness, whose exterior had always 
before seemed to him haughty, a very charming old 
lady. Her form was slender, and seemed still almost 
youthful ; her movements were lively, but the hair 
on her head was white as a dove's plumage. It lay 
in two great waves on her brow, and looked like a 
glory round the regular-featured but pale face, whose 
expression was full of spiritual melancholy. Whence 
came the sorrow that breathed from that coun- 
tenance ? It was not difficult to guess. One saw 
it in the dark eyes when they rested on the sick 
daughter. 

She might be about twenty, that young girL 
The raven-black hair, the dark eyes and the classical 
perfection of the face would have made her a beauty 
of the first rank, if health had beamed from her 
countenance. Now, instead of that, it was severe, 
with an indescribable air of weariness and suffering. 
Between the eyebrows was a deep furrow like the 
scar after a wound, cut with a knife in the flesh. She 
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anffered from organic heart-disease, and the doctors 
did not think she conld live over the summer. 

Intercourse between the representatives of Aus- 
trian "bureaucracy" and the Swedish socialist 
seemed likely to become very confidential Anton 
Andersson no longer avoided the garden, and the 
Baron von 0. walked there every day. There was 
in the old man something which drew the young 
Swede to him. He could not have said what it was, 
but he liked to hear him talk. In the old man's 
view of life there was something at once sober and 
lofty. He had a peculiar power of rising above 
present existence, of taking a bird's eye view of 
the phenomenal, and thus his judgments had a 
ring of the purest objectivity, so that one trusted 
him. Yet even he seemed to be a little of a party 
man, but he never judged from the partisan stand- 
point. The conversation often turned on the events 
at Vienna of 1848, in which, Baron von C. had not 
indeed taken part, but with which, nevertheless, he 
seemed to be very familiar. And always, whether 
he spoke of the revolutionists or of their subduers, 
the men of the sword, his words made the same 
impression of trustworthiness, for he never judged 
the revolutionist by any preconceived standard, any 
more than in the opponent of revolution he saw an 
oppressor by profession. He placed both in the 
best light, and in each, he always saw the human 
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being. " In every reprecientatiye of a party/' he 
said, " there is ever behind the outer features of the 
historical personage, a human being who loves and 
8u£Eers." 

The Baroness also often took part in the conver- 
sation. She indeed seemed to have seen the Vienna 
events of 1848 still more closely. Her verdict was 
essentially the same as her husband's ; it was marked 
perhaps by a little less acute intelligence, but on 
the other hand, by a yet greater amount of sym- 
pathy, womanly tenderness — ^heart. And it was 
with her heart that she judged everything. 

In the middle of August the Baron was obliged to 
depart. His furlough was over. Anton Andersson 
missed him sincerely. The place seemed so empty 
without the old man, with whom he had foregathered 
for only a few weeks. To fill the void, he again 
buried himself in studies. He read with pleasure 
only about what had been the subject of their 
discourse, and it was as if those events stood out 
before his imagination in a quite different light 
from before. He felt himself less fettered by pre- 
conceived opinions. He was conscious that he 
judged the story more objectively, and consequently, 
more critically. And yet he was a creature of 
emotions to his finger ends, and those historical 
events depicted themselves incessantly before him 
as episodes through which he himself had lived. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER ni 

REVOLUTION AND THE IDEA 

So he Bat on that Bim-bright August day in his 
usual place under the great maple tree, and stared 
musingly towards the villa where Baroness von 0. 
was reading aloud to her invalid daughter, who 
ensconced in cushions, reposed in the sunlight and 
listened. 

Anton Andersson's thoughts had reached another 
stage; they were occupied with the world-drama 
which lately, scene by scene, had been displayed 
before his eyes. It urged him on like an alluring 
entreaty to try to set forth and explain the causes 
of the bloody convulsions which had taken place in 
Europe during the memorable year 1848. He had 
a wavering foreboding that a dark and secret power 
was behind all these spasmodic attempts at freedom. 
He saw materials for conflagration piled up in all 
European countries, and he saw that explosions 
took place almost at the same time. He wished to 
discover in what relation those dissimilar outbursts 
stood to one another, so that thus he might be able 
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to find out whether they were all called forth by one 
mighty mysterions will. 

This question, however, seemed to him on closer 
reflection quite too difficult. He feared that the 
connection, though suspected, could never be clearly 
seen. If on the contrary, he concentrated his mental 
acuteness on one point — ^for example the events at 
Vienna — ^he might, with the help of the ample 
material he had newly acquired, be able to make 
a little contribution to the general pathology of 
Europe during that year of large hopes, fever- 
dreams and mad doings, enthnsiasms, downfalls and 
outpouring of blood. 

His thoughts lingered on Austria ; he saw a land 
sinking under the weight of the Mettemich system. 
The man who was the soul of the system had given 
himself to the task of maintaining in all European 
countries, the existing order as established at the 
conclusion of peace after the fall of the great 
Disturber, Napoleon. The Austrian Government 
looked on every movement towards freedom, whether 
the act of an individual monarch, or of an individual 
nation, as an attack on its own despotism, and 
spared neither soldiers nor gold when it became a 
question of crushing innovators, and once more 
restoring the threatened or disturbed peace. Prince 
Mettemich desired to make his own monarch's mode 
of government the model for all the Elingdoms 
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of Europe, and his own land a bulwark against the 
present day efforts at reform. 

It was a gigantic question. It was beyond the 
powers of a single man or of a single people. 
Sooner or later, both must sink under the weight of 
the burden of that momentous question. 

On the Emperor Francis who lived at the time of 
the first French Eevolution, and who afterwards 
trembled at Napoleon's plans of usurpation, these 
events had made an impression which to the end of 
his life was indelible. This autocrat could not bear 
even to hear the word '* constitution," and his own 
highly respected physician was out of favour when 
he used it : — 

''Your Majesty's chest is affected," the doctor 
said when he had ended his examination of the 
monarch, suffering from a chill, ''but I trust to 
your Majesty's constitution." 

" What do you say ? We have no constitution, 
and shall never have any ! " 

In spite of all prohibitory measures of precaution 
there was a ferment aU over Europe when the 
Emperor Francis, in the year 1835, was summoned 
home to his Hapsburg ancestors. The July Revo- 
lution and the Revolution in Belgium were palpable 
facts, and in the dismembered land of Poland, the 
love of freedom glowed with a never-diminishing 
ardour which thence streamed forth over Europe. 
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In Switsserland the democratic party were winning 
an ever greater influence; in (Germany, Hungary 
and Italy, the seed was already ripening towards 
the hardest, and in Vienna itself the discontent was 
so strong that time after time it broke out in riots. 
Bat Prince Mettemich oonld still stifle the breath of 
nnrest in Austria, and from his Cabinet went forth 
many Draconian orders which in some unfathomable 
fashion found their way from the Imperial realm to 
the small German States. The power of the legis- 
lative assemblies was diminished to a shadow; 
political unions and public festivals were forbidden ; 
the instruction given in the schools and the Univer- 
sity was watched with severity, and as the fairest 
blossom of political supervision, throve the censorship 
which was " to protect the people from the poison-tree 
of knowledge, from the false doctrines of the age." 

Then came the year 1848. All over the European 
continent rovolution made its royal progress. It 
reached the frontiers of Austria, and the Mettemich 
system, hitherto upheld by bayonets, all at once 
tumbled into ruin. 

Already in the early days of January the Sicilian 
people had risen against the fat despot at Naples, 
and very soon all Italy was in an uproar. Most 
of the other Italian sovereigns had, like Eang 
Bomba, bound themselves to the Austrian Govern- 
ment, to make no manner of concession to national 
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struggles for freedom. But now thrones were at 
stake. The monarchs flinched from their alliance 
with the Mettemich system, and Austria was power- 
less, for it wanted money. National bankruptcy 
threatened. The Gk>yemment paper issue was 
depreciated. Nobody would take notes at their full 
value, and the people stormed the State coffers to 
get paper money changed into silver. In all ranks 
prevailed a restless nervous feeling; the gay Vienna 
physiognomy was utterly changed ; places of amuse- 
ment were empty, and the favourites of the public 
played and sang to empty benches. 

The Austrian Government, dominated completely 
by Prince Mettemich and the Archduke Louis, both 
alike permeated by the traditions of the Emperor 
Francis, of happy memory, expected as little as 
anybody else that the July monarchy would fall 
with the Guizot ministry. On February 29th a 
private letter conveyed the first information about 
the revolution, and in all free-thinking circles there 
was great rejoicing over the victory of the French 
people. Timid voices began even in Vienna to lift 
themselves against the ruling system. In public, 
people did not yet venture to discuss the subject, 
but in private it was on the lips of all. 

Soon arrived news from Hungary of an impending 
war. The Austrian Government had for a long 
succession of years incroached on Hungary's ancient 
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oonstitation, and neglected the interests of the 
oonntry ; thus it had awakened a national opposition 
which was now labouring towards independence for 
the land of the Magyars. The election of 1847 had 
gi^en a majority to the national party, whose leaders 
were the landowner Connt Bathyani and the lawyer 
Kossuth, and it was said that the Hungarian patriots, 
in case of need, wonld be ready to meet force with 
force. 

Two days after the news of the French Beyolntion 
reached Presborg, Kossath made a speech in the 
provincial Diet, in which he sharply critidsed the 
system of goyemment and Mettemich's Cabinet- 
policy ; Hungarians mnst nse the &yonrable oppop- 
tmiily to secnre their constitntional position. He 
proposed that an address should, with this yiew, be 
sent to the Emperor. The impression made by this 
speech in Hungary, in Vienna, in all Europe, was 
unheard of. At the same time information reached 
Vienna of the yictories won by the people in Wur- 
temberg, Bavaria, and other small States. Every- 
where the citizens and the educated classes had 
placed themselves at the head of the popular 
movement, and without a single blow all requests 
had been granted. And in Vienna too, it was 
quickly seen that something was on foot. The ap- 
pearance of the town changed ; it grew lively with 
caf^ and restaurants ; everywhere there was talk of 
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politics — ^politics. People gathered in groups in the 
streets — ^now Austria must have her turn too. 

The first symptom of revolution in Vienna was a 
petition fever ; the Emperor was overwhelmed with 
petitions. Another sign of what was coming was 
that the troops were kept in the barracks. Ammuni- 
tion was dealt out, and the Hofburg, the Imperial 
Palace, was garrisoned. 

On the morning of March 13th, the students of 
the university assembled and went in a long pro- 
cession to the House of Assembly to deliver an 
address. An inquisitive crowd followed them, and 
suddenly the secret thought in all hearts found 
expression in words — ^the first free words which for 
ten years had been publicly spoken in Austria. 
They came like a flash of lightning. The Estates 
had been approached to entreat their assistance ; it 
was desired that the country's chosen Commissioners 
should step forward and bid defiance to the Govern- 
ment, but the greatest result that the people had 
dared to dream of, was a loyal address to the 
Emperor. Now many were seized by a paroxysm of 
excitement, and shouted : *' Down with Mettemich ! 
The Constitution ! " 

When the first company of soldiers moved out, 
and painfully made its way through the tightly 
packed masses of people, the crowds had increased, 
and a threatening cry, " bayonets down," had met 
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the soldiers. They obeyed. The company forced 
its way back, but another came forward. The 
people debated ; should they let the happy moment 
be lost without acting? The speakers incited the 
people to take up arms. Then sounded the first 
salvo, and the soldiers came forth with levelled 
bayonets. Now the fever of revolution spread like a 
desolating epidemic, and Vienna's most peaceful 
lower class citizens fell victims to it. The proletariat 
stormed the arsenal to procure arms. Defenceless 
people had been shot at, and the spilt burgher-blood 
called for vengeance. Alarm bells suddenly b^an 
to ring, calling for help on the artizans of the 
suburbs. In the name of the people and of freedom 
they were summoned by means of drculars to join 
in the movement. The crowds who had rushed to 
the arsenal for arms had encountered the troops, 
and it had come to a fight. 

The Government held a consultation in the castle. 
The general feeling was in favour of putting down 
the revolution forcibly. Prince Windischgratz, who 
was jiresenty was in favour of artillery, but this last 
resort met with opposition from the less bloodthirsty 
Archdukes, and from the Emperor, who did not 
wish his subjects to be fired on. It was resolved 
that the town militia should be called on to suppress 
the riot. 

The militia had already marched out, and gone 
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over to the side of the people ! Through the press 
was led a man with a blood-stained bandage on his 
brow. He sat proudly on his horse. All heads 
were uncovered when he appeared, and the town 
militia saluted. 

In front of the great gate of the Hoffburg stood 
two cannon under the command of Gunner PoUet. 
When towards afternoon the crowds began to be 
agitated, and it looked as if they were going to make 
a move against the cadtle, an Archduke lost his 
head and cried out, "Mre!" The soldiers would 
have obeyed if Follet had not placed himself before 
the muzzle of the nearest cannon. 

The twilight fell. Outside the gates of the town 
flames blazed high against the dark sky. Outside 
the gates of the town the dregs of the Eevolution 
were ravaging; there, shops were attacked, there 
was plundering and destruction. The maddened 
populace raged, possessed by a wild desire to ruin 
and wreck, while the ordinary reins of discipline 
were unloosed. The goddess of Law and Justice 
stood unarmed, powerless, and despised by the 
disorderly. 

Within the town darkness reigned. No light 
shone from a single window. Then like a flash 
through the gloom went the report that Metternich 
was overthrown, and all at once the whole place was 
lit up. Every window gleamed, and the streets 
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were filled with jubilant men and women, who 
swarmed like midges in the sun, confident in the 
glad faith that with ''Prince Midnight" (MUter- 
naeht!) everything evil would vanish oat of the 
world ; in fact, all ills were believed to be embodied 
in his name. 

The day after, also, it looked as if the Revelation 
had already reached a qaieter stage. Traces of 
excitement were still evident, and the general tomult 
oontinaed unrestrained in the saborbs, but no 
encoonter took place between the citizens and the 
military. 

Fall of the highest hopes the students kept guard 
at the University. The previous afternoon they had 
procured weapons and organised themselves into an 
academic legion. Patrol after patrol went in and out, 
and all youths who showed themselves with the 
white cockade were greeted by the people with 
delight. Even the populace, bent on plunder, with- 
drew when the students appeared. Permission for 
a general assumption of arms — ^a National Guard — 
was granted. The enrolments were numerous and 
enthusiastic ; cripples with guns on their shoulders 
and supported on crutches were seen marching in the 
ranks, old silver-haired men were at their side, and 
a young student gave the orders. Sons of the best 
families became drummers, industrious female hands 
manufactured banners for the new citizen soldiers. 
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The revolution seemed to have succeeded; the 
most conservative flocked round the banner of 
revolt, and made the programme of the leaders their 
own. 

In the forenoon of March 14th, the verbal promise 
of the formation of a National Guard was officially 
confirmed, but it turned out that the wishes of the 
people were not thus yet fulfilled. Now arose a cry 
for freedom of the Press. The rioters still gathered 
here and there in the town, especially in front of the 
Eussian Embassy, where a Polish agitator enunciated 
the fantastic proposition that all the free nations of 
Europe should join together and drive back the 
Bussians to the steppes of Asia whence they came. 
It was, he declared, the only means of securing 
freedom and peace in Europe. 

Other agitators played on other strings, and above 
all on that of the freedom of the Press. At every 
street comer there was soon an orator, announcing 
the Gospel of freedom of speech. The longer it went 
on, the more again increased the bitterness of the 
people. The men in their thousands streamed to- 
wards the castle ; storming columns were organised ; 
weapons were loaded. Instead of the expected 
concession came the news of the appointment of 
Prince Windischgratz to the Oommandership-in-Ohief 
in Vienna, and the installation of a state of siege. 
This had the efiect of an open declaration of war on 

c 
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the part of the GoTemment, and ihe levolntion fever 
reached its highest point. From *^ the yangoard of 
freedom,'' the TJniversityy went oat a courier with 
an order to all members of the Academic Legion who 
were on guard in the snburbs to return immediately. 
The same night Prince Mettemich with his wife fled 
in disgnise firom Vienna. In the morning the most 
painfol anxiety prevailed. The official oigan, ihe 
Vienna New$^ contained nothing about concessions^ 
but also nothing in the way of confirmation as to 
Prince Windischgratz's nomination to the Dictator- 
ship. On the other hand there was an announce- 
ment of the summoning of the Estates. Was that 
all that had been won ? 

In the forenoon the Emperor in an open carriage 
took a drive through the centre of the town. 
Greeted everywhere joyfully by the enthusiastic 
crowds who, in spite of the revolution fever, idolised 
their Emperor, he made a sign with his hand and 
apparently moved, said, ^* I grant you everything.** 
Immediately after he had returned to the castle, a 
Notification was prepared that the Constitution was 
granted. And now the joy knew no bounds. Depu- 
tation after deputation brought to the Emperor the 
people's thanks ; he came out on the balcony of the 
royal library and greeted his trusty Viennese. A 
roar of delight answered him; strangers embraced 
one another ; lion and lamb went peacefully side by 
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side; the earth was a Paradise and its centre was 
called Vienna. 

When next morning the Vienna N^ews came out, 
everything was corroborated, and this official organ 
communicated the thanks of the Emperor to the 
Vienna citizens and students for their good behaviou/r 
during the last few days. In this noteworthy 
declaration the Revolution was sanctioned by the 
Emperor. 

And now the fruits of victory were divided. The 
burghers organised themselves into a National Guard, 
the students into an Academic Legion with its own 
commander. Unlimited freedom of the Press 
flourished, and Austria had her first responsible 
Ministry. Amongst the masses of the people, the 
delight was general, and nobody thought of the 
unfortunate ones not bidden to the banquet. Free- 
dom was given to all, but not to the children of 
the House of Israel. The Jews had shared in the 
struggle; it was a Jew who had spoken the first 
open and fiery words ; amongst the first who won 
the battle of freedom with his blood, was a Jew. 
The Jews had been brothers in the strife, but when 
its fruits were dealt out, they had no share. In the 
general triumph not a single voice was raised in 
their behalf. Therefore, perhaps, was it that a 
Nemesis decreed that the fruits of victory should 
prove sour. 
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The fetters of oiypression liad been looeed, and 
undisciplined longing for fireedom found vent in 
license. Under the SBgis of unlimited freedom of the 
Press, throve poisonous productions in which lawless- 
ness had its way, and through which self-interest 
carried on its vile trade. The desire for a law 
granting freedom of the Press had been general. 
The law was made — and satisfied nobody ! In the 
University, which still resembled a camp in time of 
war, there was universal discontent. A deputation 
was sent to demand its withdrawaL The Chief of 
the Ministry engaged in negotiations with the 
students, and from that hour the professional politi- 
cian was at home in the University. 

The ardour for the newly constituted National 
Guard was soon cooled. The citizens debated about 
trifles, about uniforms and signs of rank. Tumul- 
tuary processions in the streets began to be the 
order of the day. The outcry for a speedy issue of 
the Constitution decree became more and moro 
constant. The Ministry made it known that the 
Act was being prepared, but there was general 
distrust of its power to cany out the scheme. These 
men had lived aU their lives and won their spurs 
under a quite different system, and most of them 
were suspected of not having more than a dim notion 
of what the word ^ Constitution " exactly meant. 

This question was incessantiy discussed. The 
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adherents of the party of progress voted for an 
address being sent directly to the Emperor. A 
sketch of the address, drawn up by Dr. Anton 
Schtitte, was laid before "The Union of the Friends 
of the People," at its assemblage on April 13th, 
The day after a great meeting was held in the Od^on 
Dancing Saloon. Dr. Schtitte there also made the 
same proposition. He suggested further that the 
address should be presented to the Emperor, through 
a so-called " Mass Petition " by all the undersigned 
persons. The proposition was accepted, and Dr. 
Schiitte was applauded in a demonstrative fashion 
by the gathering; contrary views were, however, 
expressed, and opposite opinions clashed violently 
with one another. It was feared that such a monster 
procession would give rise to fresh disturbances, and 
Dr. Schiitte was accused of wishing to excite a new 
Eevolution. He answered this charge by retracting 
his proposal, but it was of no avail. Distrust had 
been awakened, and the confused eyes of the multi- 
tude, afraid of a shadow, saw the ghosts of Com- 
munism and anarchy in broad daylight. Dr. Schfitte's 
outline of the address, most loyal in tone, had in a 
single evening been signed by more than twenty 
thousand names. To the imagination of the citizens, 
this seemed an army, and their uneasiness grew. 

From that moment the great wave of the Revolur 
tion broke, and one part of it separated from the 
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other; this was chiefly oompoaed of the landed 
middle class, who in the beginning had mo^ed with 
the rest. It appeared that nothing is less to be 
relied on than the voice of the people. The innocent 
proposal for a '' Mass Petition " had apparently pnt 
the dtizensof Vienna in a stateof panic terror. The 
most impossible mmonrs were spread abroad ; there 
was talk of an armed proletariat band, hungry for 
booty, of anarchical plots, of the speedy proclamation 
of the Bepnblic^ and behind all these horrors people 
fancied that they saw — Dr. Schfitte. His figure 
grew and grew in the imagination of the lower class 
till it assumed the most fimtastic proportions, of a 
destroying, disintegrating spirit. In the Vienna 
Society of Anthers, which counted Dr. Schntte among 
its members, voices were heard demanding his ex- 
pulsion. He then found an opportunity of defending 
himself, and thus won a brilliant victory. He was 
not expelled, and the stranger came to be regarded 
as one of the Society's chief members. 

But he could not be everywhere present to defend 
himself. The Juridical-political Beading Union, 
which during the March Days had gained for itself 
a certain status as the headquarters of the movement 
for freedom, now stamped him as a dangerous man, 
for some of its leaders felt the threads of the move- 
ment passing out of their own hands, as Dr. Schtitte 
threw them all into the shade by his eloquent speech 



Digitized by 



Google 



REVOLUTION AND THE IDEA 39 

and delivery. The most absurd charges were made 
against him ; he was called an agent of the Bussian 
Government, who lived on Bussian gold and scattered 
it round him, in order thus to stop the Constitutional 
development of Austria; he was called a paid 
intriguer of the Jesuits, and a *' Oommis-voyageur," 
a travelling agent, of the republican propaganda, 
who was trying to make himself the leader of the 
labour movement with the view of overthrowing the 
monarchy and proclaiming the republic. No proof 
was offered of all these contradictory accusations, but 
the generality were sufficiently ill-educated in a 
political sense to let themselves be alarmed by them. 
The idea that their mammon was threatened made 
the citizens, before so revolutionary, inaccessible to 
all the representations of sound reason. It was 
believed that Dr. Schiitte speculated on placing 
himself at the head of the workmen, and making 
himself the leader of the social movement. The 
National Guard made to the Magistrates and Com- 
mittee of Public Safety a public request to " proceed 
with all severity" against "the foreign agitator." 
Thus all Palm Sunday the National Guard was 
under arms, so as to be able by means of a sudden 
attack to seize the riotous Dr. Schiitte. Numbers 
of leaflets, newspaper articles, and placards depicted 
the figure of the dangerous agitator in the darkest 
colours. He sought in vain to exorcise the storm 
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by an explanatioii, in which he showed that his 
oondact at the Od^n gathering, oonld no more be 
said to be of a seditions nature than his other doinga 
He was not listened to. 

Finally the weak Ministry was obliged to yield 
and sacrifice a victim to the general tenor. Br. 
SchtLtte was arrested and sent beyond the frontier. 
Bat scarcely had this taken place when the cry of 
the people again changed. The Academic Legion 
came forth with, an energetic protest; the papers 
fulminated against the gross infringement of justice, 
and the Vienna citizens discovered that they had 
themselves violated the freedom they had lately 
fought for. The Ministry was rewarded for its 
obligingness by ingratitude. 

Hand in hand with the democratic-revolutionary 
movement in "Nfimch^ the Grerman national movement 
had gone on. The colours black, red, and yellow, 
which symbolised the unity of Crermany, became thus 
the symbolical tricolour of the struggle for freedom. 
The cry for a national German Parliament, side by 
side with the Diet of the Confederation, was raised 
at the same time all over Crermany, and under the 
pressure of the March movement, even the reactionary 
Diet of the Confederation was obliged to yield to the 
democratic attack. The colours till now revolutionary, 
were recognised as those of the Confederation. The 
Cabinets of Berlin and Vienna made no objections. 
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In the beginning of April the black, red, and yellow 
banner waved from St. Stephen's Tower in Vienna, 
and from the balcony of the palace the Emperor and 
Empress received the homage of the people, and the 
Emperor, as if in blessing, laid his hand on the 
flagstaff! From that honr, the enthusiasm of the 
Viennese for the German colours constantly increased, 
and there were pleasant dreams of a German Parlia- 
ment for the people, a Parliament which should 
accomplish the great work, the unity of Germany, 
through the fusion of the existing members of the 
Confederation in a single Confederated State. 

But the ardour quickly cooled. When the election 
of the People's Parliament to settle the Constitution 
was at the doors, the dread of the Vienna citizen of 
socialism and communism caused such a horror of 
the red colours that sympathy for the black and 
yellow flag was found to preponderate. The black 
and yellow colours were the badge of the party 
which feared, that if Austria were more closely allied 
to Germany she would lose her own independence. 
The chief portion of this party had belonged in the 
beginning to the Slav element of the nation, but 
gradually the black and yellow flag had become the 
symbol of the Conservative party. For fear of the 
threatened absorption in Germany, the Slav interest 
soon threw itself into the arms of the growing 
reactionary party, which understood how to make 
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much of the national wrongs, and to employ them 
to forward its own aims. The strife between the 
Conservative and the liberal party was at the same 
time a strife between Pan-Slavism and Pan-German- 
ism, and this contribnted not a little to make the 
straggle so embittered and so bloody as it finally 
became. 

Between the two extreme parties were the 
waverers, a great host of orderly citizens who had 
been dragged into the revolntionary movement in 
March, and supported it as long as it was only a 
question of possessing themselves of the prerogatives 
of the nobility, but who became Conservative directiy 
they sospected that they would have to pay the cost 
of the progressive emancipation of the people. They 
were thoroughly monarchical, and adhered to all that 
had been won by the March Revolution and sanc- 
tioned by the Emperor himself. And their anger 
and terror were directed on the one hand against the 
advandng social movement which threatened their 
interests from below, and on the other against the 
influential Court Party — the so-called Camarilla, who 
were suspected of doing all in their power to get the 
Imperial concessions of March reduced to nothing, 
or annulled. 

This in some measure explains the general anxiety 
with which the scheme for the Constitution was 
awaited. When it was at last published, it satisfied 
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nobody, and the Ministry which produced it lost its 
popularity. The Government had no power to keep 
the masses within bounds. The taste for street 
scrimmages was general, and the art of political 
demonstration or "cat-calling" especially, had estab- 
lished itself among the Viennese lower classes. 
These people, in political matters still minors, who 
quite lately had won for themselves a Constitution, 
had so little idea of its significance that the mob 
thought itself able to dismiss one of the Emperor's 
responsible Ministers, the universally hated Count 
Ficquelmont, suspected of Russian sympathies, and 
the Government was so weak that it was obliged to 
bow down before lawlessness. 

Everything was in the crucible. The joints of 
the machinery of government was loosened. The 
executive hovered between excessive caution and 
excessive non-interference. The Minister of Home 
Affairs had once himself encouraged the students to 
criticise one of the Government's legal proposals; 
when finally he foresaw danger in making professional 
politicians of the students, he conceived a radical 
method of preventing it. He wished to close the 
University, and disband the Academic Legion. But 
the Academic Legion was the apple of the people's 
eye, and as soon as any of the authorities seemed 
inclined to meddle with it, there was a revolt. The 
artisans gathered together by thousands, the National 
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Gnard marched out, and Yienna was soon like a 
camp. The garrison was too weak to be capable ct 
resisting the crowds^ who on the afternoon of May 
15th approached the palace in an endless procession. 
That afternoon Dr. Schlitte's idea of a Mass Petition 
was realised, bat the petitioners came with loaded 
weapons. They certainly did not know what they 
wanted. In the beginning, only three administratiye 
demands were pnt forward, bat soon the army 
received its watchword, and a nniversal cry arose, 
"A single democratic Chamber," and ''The closest 
alliance with Crermany." 

The Emperor granted all, bat daring the night he 
fled secretly firom his capital with his whole Coorb 
The annooncement of this caused the deepest con- 
sternation in reyolationary Vienna. The inhabitants 
coald not imagine life possible without an Emperor, 
and a few demagpgaes who tried to proclaim the 
republic scarcely escaped the calamity of being torn 
in pieces by the loyal multitude who refused to 
belieye that the Emperor would have taken flight if 
not carried off by the Camarilla. From that time 
the Camarilla became the object of the people's 
irreconcilable hatred. 

The Constitutional Ministry had had no news at 
aU about the Emperor^s anti-constitutional retreat, 
and its position was the less satisfactory, as the 
Emperor seemed to wish to role without any other 
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Mmisters than the private advisers of his own circle, 
the creatures of the Camarilla. To maintain its 
position and preserve order, seriously threatened by 
the flight of the Court, the Constitutional Ministry 
was obliged to beat a retreat, and in the end to cast 
itself entirely into the arms of the party of reaction. 
The members of the aristocracy of birth, and also of 
that of wealth, followed the example of the Court 
and fled from Vienna in flocks ; fear of an impending 
Reign of Terror seized those left behind ; the citizens 
and bureaucrats lost their heads and began to take 
part in a backward movement. Very soon constitu- 
tional freedom seemed to have its only rampart in 
the Academic Legion, and the reactionaries laboured 
behind the scenes to bring about its dissolution. Nego- 
tiations were carried on between the members of the 
Ministry and the spokesmen of the students. Among 
the students there was an inclination to give up 
politics, but they were not going to yield to force ; 
it was asserted that the Legion had been sanctioned 
by the Emperor, and therefore could not be disbanded 
by any Minister. Without awaiting the conclusion 
of the negotiations, the Ministry called out the 
military to surround the University. This was an 
evident violation of the promises given by the 
Emperor on May the isth, and now the alarm was 
given. " The Legion dies but does not surrender," 
was the answer of the Students to the summons. 
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The artisans of the snborbs streamed towards the 
inner town, whose gates were shut ; they broke open 
the gates and made their way through the military 
cordon. A shot was fired; a workman fell; report 
magnified the catastrophe, and Vienna was fall of 
revolt Barricades sprang up in the streets; dwelling 
houses became little fortresses ; bnllets were cast out 
of the frames of windows, and women heated pitch 
to ponr down on the advancing soldiers. Women, 
burghers. National Guards, workmen, all were fired 
by the same enthusiasm, when it became a question 
of protecting the young body-guard of freedom. 
During those days the populace committed no ex- 
cesses ; the rights of ownership were never attacked. 
The ignorant mob obeyed blindly; strong hands 
built barricades at the command of a young student, 
and thousands of the proletariat were ready with 
their lives to defend the threatened existence of the 
Academic Legion. 

The Ministry had to submit. It was speedily 
announced that the order for the disbandment of the 
Legion was recalled, and all that the Emperor had 
promised for the future should be effectively realised. 
But the artisans would not trust these promises. 
Neither was it of any avail that the miUtary were 
withdrawn from all public places. The people 
demanded that the soldiers should leave Vienna. 
Gisslau, one of the chief aristocrats, must answer 
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for the Emperor keeping his word. The Emperor 
mnst within a fortnight retnm to Vienna or appoint 
a representative, and the Constitutional Diet must 
at once be called together. 

That was on May 26th. The day after the Govern- 
ment issued the ordinary proclamation, in which all 
the desires of the people were granted. But the 
artisans and proletariat had been rather too successful 
with their barricades; they would not stop the game. 
They had fared remarkably well. The Vienna 
burghers made collections for them, and supplied 
them liberally with food and beer and wine. All 
the orders of the Government that the barricades 
should be removed fell on careless ears, till at last 
a violent thunderstorm and a downpour of rain drove 
the enthusiasts to seek shelter indoors. But the 
workmen could not be prevailed on to make the 
streets again fit for traffic, and it had no effect even 
when the Committee of Safely paid to each of the 
heroes of the barricades a week's wages ; the men 
demanded in every case to be paid for demolishing 
the barricades. To entice the people out of the 
town, they were employed in throwing up earthworks 
outside the gates, and were well paid for it. 

So gradually peace was restored. The cry had 
again changed, and the people hailed with torchlight 
processions the man against whom they had lately 
built barricades. 
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In Pragae, too, the capital of Bohemia, the game 
of reyolatLon was played in the following Whitsnn 
week, bnt here it had not the same genial character 
as in Vienna. Prince Windischgratz was in Pragae, 
and he applied his principles; he fired cartridges 
against the barricades. The result apparently justified 
the maintenance of his autocratic theories, and his 
inclination to hunt men down with cartridges. He 
oonqnered, and the yictoiy gave him unlimited 
power. He became the instrument of the reac- 
tionary party. The Emperor endowed him with un- 
restrained authority. The Camarilla leader openly 
defied the Constitutional Ministry at Vienna, and 
his advance on the capital to subdue it by force 
seemed to be only a question of time. 

The party of reaction had also a general secretly 
in its pay ; this was Jellachich, the Ban of the Croats. 
The Hungarians, who in March had won a Ministry of 
their own, and thus had obtained a more independent 
relation towards Austria, would not share any part 
of their newly-gained freedom with the largely repre- 
sented Slay element in the country. . Thus it came 
to a quarrel. Jellachich got tc^ether an army and 
crossed the frontiers of Hungary. The reactionary 
Court party, as always, fomented national discord, and, 
because of his hatred to the Hungarians, Jellachich 
threw himself into the arms of the Camarilla. So, 
too, did the Czech party. Thus, in the end, the 
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strnggle was between the German democratic and 
the Hungarian national party on the one side, and 
the paid leaders of the Camarilla, WindischgrStz, 
and Jellachich on the other. 

Meanwhile there was continual effervescence in 
Vienna. The artisans could not even dream of a 
better lot than to sit their whole life through on 
barricades — ^barricades against which no shot was 
fired — ^and to eat the good food, and drink the good 
ale with which they were supplied ; thus they went 
about continually in a revolutionary humour. At 
that time there was always money to be earned by 
promoting revolution ; that they had known ever 
since they had received high wages for pulling down 
their own barricades, the putting up of which had 
also brought them in payment. The observance of 
public order was not so easy to restore, and there 
were many whose interest consisted in its never being 
done. The Slav jwrty hoped that a new revolution 
would make Vienna impossible as the capital of the 
realm; the Slavs produced money for distribution 
among the proletariat, and fomented the desire for 
disorder. The demands of the workmen for largess 
became shameless; the public coffers were empty. 
The burghers and the students pursued without 
recompense their arduous work in and for the 
preservation of public order; only the working 
people stood with closed fists and demanded more 

D 
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and more still. The students exerted all their moral 
anthority and thns saooeeded in further stemming the 
breath of revolt, bat the agitators pursued their busi- 
ness, and the enmity thus evoked between the National 
Ouard and the artisans increased constantly. The 
proletariat, who before had carried on the revolution 
under the leadership of the students and burghers, 
now wished to attempt it on their own account with 
a ''Mass Petition" on Monday the 19th of June, a 
plan which certainly could not have been realised 
without a general commotion. But the attitude of 
the National Guard was a threatening one, and the 
proletariat did not dare to provoke a fight. 

Some days later arrived in Vienna, as the Imperial 
representative, the Archduke John, very jx^pular 
in Gtorman democratic circles; and now followed 
measures and steps for the immediate summons of 
the Constitutional Austrian Diet. The German 
National Parliament, which for some time had been 
assembled at Frankfort on the Main, gave a sign of 
life when the Archduke John at the end of June 
was chosen as Administrator of the Empire. He 
accepted the call and went to Frankfort In his 
absence the first Austrian responsible Ministiy 
was overthrown, and for eleven days there was at 
Vienna neither Emperor nor Regent nor responsible 
Minister. The new provisional Ministry, as may be 
imagined, consisted of the most diverse elements, 
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the reactionaries, however, soon obtaining the upper 
hand. 

On the 12th of August the Emperor returned to 
Vienna, and a week later Vienna regaled its Kaiser 
with a new proletariat revolt, which, however, was 
soon suppressed. Afterwards there was a month of 
comparative calm, but in the middle of September 
fresh outbursts took place, this time placed on the 
stage by the poorer citizens. 

The Constitutional Diet was solemnly opened, but 
it had no authority, and its majority had a private 
understanding with the Camarilla, whose efforts were 
more and more openly directed to making nugatory 
all that had been gained in the cause of popular 
freedom, and to the restoration of autocratic principles 
in all their previous glory. In the Constitutional 
Ministry this anti-Constitutional plot was forwarded 
especially by the War Minister, Count Latour, who 
persuaded the Diet to pass measures through which 
he secretly aided Jellachich. The latter had lately 
passed into Hungary ; beaten by the Hungarians, he 
besieged the Austrian War Minister with entreaties 
for succour, and a few regiments of the Vienna 
Gterrison actually received orders to march to the 
aid of the Croat army. But the German democratic 
party looked on the Hungarian cause as its own, and 
the regiments, which shared the popular sympathies, 
refused to obey. Armed bands of people gathered 
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together to prevent their departure by farce. When 
on the morning of October the 6th, under a strong 
escort, the regiments under orders to move reached 
the station, they found it occupied by members of 
the National Guard, and of the Academic Legion, 
and by armed workmen* As long as possible the 
hope was cherished that the War Ministor would 
withdraw the marching order; depntation after 
deputation urged him to do so— in vain. Towards 
noon fresh troops appeared. Some of these, bom of 
the people, sought to influence by argument their 
leader. General Bredy, bnt he looked on it as his 
duty to obey, and made a sign towards the cannon. 
The crowds interpreted the gesture as an order to 
fire, and in a moment the cannon was stormed. 
Then came the first salvo. The fighting quickly 
became general. Barricades were set up. The 
artisans streamed in crowds through the gates. 
It was soon evident that the Ministry had provoked 
the revolt without possessing the strength to quell 
it, and the War Minister fell himself a victim to the 
storm he had conjured up. A raging mob forced 
its way into his ofBce; members of the Diet and of 
the Academic L^on sought in vun to defend him. 
The people threw themselves on the old man, the 
object of everybody's hatred, murdered him, and 
insulted his remains. 

Meanwhile the citizens were slaughtering one 
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another in the streets of the fcown^ yes, even in the 
Cathedral itself. The Ministry was helpless, the 
Diet had no authority and no administrative power ; 
the Emperor fled again in the night between the 6th 
and 7th of October from his residence — Sch5nbrunn| 
near Vienna. The garrison withdrew, when the 
arsenal, after a hot fight, had been stormed by the 
people. 

Soon came a message that Jellachich with a band 
of 6o,cxX) Croats was marching towards Vienna. It 
was not thought that an attack was immediately 
imminent. The Vienna garrison slipped out of the 
town to join the Groat horde, and in their forsaken 
quarters, the Vienna citizens found the horribly 
mutilated corpse of a Legionary who had fallen by 
the hands of the excited soldiers. Then arose for the 
first time during this revolutionary year an outcry 
against the Emperor, who, after securing his own 
safety, permitted the soldiers to murder his subjects, 
and the Croats to plunder his capital. The desire 
for war reached its height. The town was put in a 
state of defence; a commander-in-chief was ap- 
pointed, a general stafiE organised, and a plan of 
defence drawn up. 

On October the 21st, Prince Windischgratz was at 
the gates of Vienna. Nominated by the Emperor, 
Dictator with unlimited powers, he declared Vienna 
in a state of siege, and its defenders rebels. They 
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on liheir part considered themselves the protectors of 
the capital, of the Oonstitntion, and of lawful free- 
dom, and Prince Windischgratz as a rebel. Bnt he 
was the stronger, and he insisted on unconditional 
surrender. Among the persons spedally named hy 
him to be the first of all given np were the brave 
General Bem, the Hungarian Under-Secretary of 
State, Pulzky, and Dr. Schfitte. 

On the afternoon of October 31st Prince Win- 
dischgratz took possession, and the reign of the 
Bed Beaction began. 
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CHAPTEE IV 

ANOTHER VIEW OF THE IDEA 

All this great drama passed throngli Anton Ander- 
sson's memory in a series of pictures to which his 
imagination lent life, and which his thoughts accom- 
panied with reflections. He noted with surprise that 
the judgments, which sought to express themselves 
in these, were very different from one another, and 
that they constantly changed. They were not 
always on the side of that party which he himself 
believed to be nearest to his heart. He looked at 
historical events not with the eyes of a partisan, but 
with the critical glance of a scientific man. 

Especially was this the case when behind the 
flames of the revolution he thought he could discern 
the contour of a face which glowed with ardour in 
the fire, when behind the advancing masses he 
fancied that he beheld the wire-pullers of the agita- 
tion, behind the acting marionettes divined a calcu- 
lating will. Then it seemed as if his ideal itself had 
lost its beauty and sunk from its radiant altitude to 
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a lower sphere, and the struggle exhibited itself to 
him nngUded by imagination as a qnite ordinary 
battle between human egotism and human interests. 
But at other times he was himself possessed by the 
impulses which fired all those warriors in the canse 
of freedom and human justice, and there was in him 
something of that enthusiasm which is the mother of 
all great events. Even now the heavens were lofty, 
and one felt that the people were inspired. It was 
action ; it was strife ; it was life— it was not petty 
sport abont trifles that he now seemed to see all 
around him. It was a time for a man to forget 
himself, to forget his own little cunning, calculating 
self. It was a time for heroic deeds. It was as if 
wings grew out of the souls of everyday people 
and reached beyond the narrow sphere of everyday 
life, and manly courage lifted itself on these wings, 
defiant and proud, into the vast blue of space. 

He was seized by a strange longing to learn to 
know one or other of the men who had taken an 
active part in these movements, and whose rdle in 
the great drama had commanded his interest or won 
his sympathy. One of those with whom his fancy 
most bnsied itself was Dr. Anton Schfltte — ''The 
Storm Bird of the Bevolntion." 

Anton Andersson experienced an irresistible desire 
to know more of that man's life than was contained 
in historical accounts. He had looked out for notices 
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of the Storm Bird in the literature of the period, and 
had come upon him again and again, but the picture 
had never been quite clear. 

It appeared to him often that Dr. Schatte must 
have been one of the initiated, an envoy sent forth 
from the revolutionary headquarters. But the Storm 
Bird's life and sphere of action seemed so wrapt in 
darkness that one could never quite gather what part 
he had played in the course of events. 

Dr. Schlitte remained in Prague till the end of 1 847, 
and was agent for the English Gas-light Company. 
It is Sfdd that he also gave instruction in several 
well-to-do families, and that he was the anonymous 
correspondent of some foreign papers. He belonged 
to a little circle of authors and artists who met 
every afternoon at one of the caf6s in the town. 
Dr. Schutte impressed his intimate acquaintances by 
his profound learning, which seemed to extend to all 
fields of knowledge. Especially was he a living 
conversation-lexicon of political economy, in which an 
infinite number of statistics were ready to hand. 
But not figures only were to be found in this well- 
informed head; his memory seemed to hold the 
ancient classics as well as contemporary poetry, and 
he quoted Homer and Sophocles as if Greek had 
been his mother-tongue, as well as the language in 
which Goethe, Schiller, and Heine wrote. 

He was the acknowledged centre of his circle, and 
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hiB cheerful disposition reflected its own sunlight on 
all clonded oonntenances. Those were sad days, and 
there seemed to be no prospect of light, bnt Dr. 
Schiitte was an optimist, and had within himself an 
inexhaustible fomitain of gladness. He prophesied 
constantly to his incredulous friends the coming of a 
new and better time, and his immovable conviction 
had something infectious in it. But if inquiries 
were made as to the ground of his confidence, his 
face immediately assumed an expression of reserve, 
which, however, soon softened into a smile. 

At the end of 1847 he suddenly disappeared from 
the horizon of Prague, but he had let fall beforehand 
some mysterious words about the speedy imminence 
of a political catastrophe in February or March. 
Like a Storm Bird of the Revolution he came above 
the Vienna political horizon in the beginning of the 
year 1848 and made speeches at the Universily, at 
the *' XTnion of the Friends of the People," and at 
the great meeting at the Od^n. What part did he 
play in the events of the 13th and 14th of March ? 
It is known that he foresaw that tempestuous time. 

What was the ground of the unreasonable an- 
tagonism of the pale citizens of Vienna to the 
foreign agitator ? Jealousy on the part of the native 
leaders of the Bevolution of a man who threw them 
all into shade by his eloquence and familiarity with 
Parliamentary procedure? Perhaps, but such a 
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canse seems inadequate to call forth so great an 
effect. Certain it is that the first indications of a 
social commotion revealed themselves in Vienna at 
the time that Dr. SchUtte established himself there. 
Was it for fear of a social upheaval that the Storm 
Bird was hunted thence ? 

He sought to return. In June he was at Dresden 
on his way to Vienna, but the Austrian Minister 
refused to sign his passport. In August he came 
back to Vienna without a passport on the same day 
that the Emperor returned to his capital. Not much 
is known of the doings of the agitator during the 
following months, but when Prince Windischgratz 
was before the town one of his first conditions was 
Dr. Schtitte's exclusion from the terms he proposed. 
When the Prince's troops occupied Vienna, Dr. 
Schfitte had not left the town. It is said that he 
promised to deliver himself into the hands of justice, 
but he vanished without leaving a trace behind 
him. 

Who was he ? What was his later fate ? 

With these questions Anton Andersson perpetually 
exercised his mind as he sat motionless under the 
great maple tree and stared at the sward where the 
shadows of the trees and the bushes became longer 
and longer, even after the August sun sank to rest. 

When the first signs of evening coolness began to 
be felt, he rose slowly and went towards the villa. 
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" Good afternoon, Doctor ! " 

He looked up. Baroness von G. was smiling at 
him from the verandah. He stood still and lifted 
his hat His perplexed, serions eyes became all at 
once qoito genial and gentle in the presence of that 
smile, of the whole expression of that old lad/s face. 
It always inspired him with instinctiye sympathy. 
He was conscions of a remarkable attraction towards 
this already aged woman who had devoted to him a 
mother's care when he was ill, and who now, after 
her husband's departure, was his only associate, the 
one human being with whom he exchanged a few 
words every day. This conversation had become a 
pleasant habit, which gave a little variety to his 
solitary existence, also he had for the Baroness and 
her sick daughter the warmest sympathy and deepest 
fellow-feeling, divided, so to speak, between the 
young girl, doomed to die in the bloom of youth, and 
the mother, whose consciousness of that fact was the 
great sorrow which oppressed the last years of her 
life. 

" How is the young lady to-day ? " 

" Oh, thanks ! She sleeps." The mother made a 
gesture towards the glass door of the verandah, left 
ajar, into the room beyond. "Would you like to 
come up ? Quietly, quietly ! " 

He went up the steps and took his place on a 
garden stool opposite the Baroness. The large 
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historical volume, which he carried nnder his arm, 
he laid on the ground at his feet. 

"I have seen yon sitting there so industrionsly 
engrossed in that book the whole afternoon, and I 
wanted to call out to yon and advise yon to be a 
little more prudent! One ought not to overstrain 
oneself when one is abroad for the sake of one's 
health." 

He smiled at her motherly tone, but was inwardly 
grateful for her goodwill. It was like a caress to 
his weary heart ; he had never known what it was to 
be the object of womanly tenderness before she, this 
alien old woman, taught him what it meant. She 
represented to him his first personal acquaintance 
with that " Woman " of whom the bards sang. 

" Now I have finished," he said, softly, in order 
not to disturb the slumbers of the invalid, " but my 
head is still full of what I have read, and I am really 
envious of you who had an opportunity of following 
more closely these exciting events." 

She answered in the same subdued tone with a 
tinge of melancholy, ^'I scarcely think you have 
reason for envy ! Bather thank God that you never 
experienced anything similar ! Seen through the 
telescope of the historian these events look very 
different from what they do to those who have lived 
through them, and felt the horror in every fibre of 
their bodies. Ah, it is one thing to read of a battle 
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in the Btreets, and qnite another to see it. Eveiy- 
thing becomes abstract when one reads of it, but in 
reality it is heart-breakingly bmtal and concrete. It 
seems to ns beantifnl to sacrifice life and blood for 
an idea which one considers holy, freedom for 
example, and it is a fine thing enongh in theory, but 
when one sees the dying, writhing in their blood in 
the streets, hears their cries of anguish, their death- 
rattle, hears the blasphemies and corses of the 
infuriated crowds, sees the maddened homan beings 
with powder-marked faces and bloodshot eyes, then 
one forgets that the cause for which these creatores 
bntcher one another is good and noble: thefory, 
the desire for destmction, the longing for slanghter 
remind one little of the Idea ; murder becomes always 
the chief thing, the palpable thing, and one thinks 
that there can be no Idea great enough to shed an 
atoning glory on these abominations. Thank God 
that you have never experienced anything Uke that ! " 

There was something in her tone which made 
the impression of a deeply rooted and painful con- 
viction. She sat and gazed before her with an absent 
look, as if scenes and visions of that troubled time 
passed afresh through her memory. 

^^ I should in any case have wished to be present, 
if for no other reason, to have at least something 
great to remember, a catastrophe of world-wide 
interest which I had seen with my own eye& I 
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believe, iiKked, that yon are right, that distance 
spreads a beantifying light over individnal occnr- 
rences. Bnt at all events there was song and clangor 
in the air in that noteworthy year when miserable, 
down-trodden Europe burst her iron fetters which for 
ten years had pressed heavily on her breast, and 
drew one long, deep breath from full lungs." 

She nodded, but continued to gaze afar into space 
with the same absent look. 

"The imagination idealises," she said. *' You do 
not see the infamies which, during that year of 
horror, were perpetrated by the infuriated people 
and the infuriated soldiery. You see nothing of 
the loathsomeness and the filth cast up on the 
surface of the tide in that terrible tempest. You 
see the storm in the abstract ; you see the bloody 
catastrophe symbolised in poetical shape. Europe, 
a sleeping woman, at last throwing off her iron 
fetters. That is grand, I allow, but it is only a 
fiction. The reality does not correspond to it ; the 
truth is that fellow-men killed one another." 

Anton Andersson was silent. He felt a little 
puzzled by her weighty argument, for his own 
reason told him that she was right. But that was 
only for a moment ; then, in self-defence, his abstrac- 
tions again bestirred themselves, the abstractions 
with which he had hitherto fed his fancy, and which 
corrective experience could not reach in the lonely 
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study where lie liad fortified himself with them and 
with his theories. 

''I Icr^e the Stoim. Tempest is life. When, at 
times the mighty winds whistle, the heavens become 
deazer, the air purer than it is now, and in that 
pure air thrives enthusiasm and devotion to the 
Ideal, and in that stonn, the spirit gains wings. 
Men become less commonplace, the storm bears 
them with it. Even the humble citizen is a hero ; 
he does not declaim nor put on any romantic, 
knightly armour, but is willing to sacrifice his life 
and blood for " 

He sought the right word. 

" For a chimera," said she. '^ Forgive me for placing 
so prosaic a word at the conclusion of your beautiful 
lyric outburst, but it is true.^ 

*'It maybe 80,''he assented gently. ^'Ihaveoften 
myself thought something like it, now, since I have 
been reading the story of the Revolution, but it is, 
at least a beautiful chimera, is not that true ? And 
concede that — ^yes, during this course of study a 
whole series of beautiful episodes stood forth before 
me ; it surprises me that not one of your poets has 
sung of them. Do you remember Gunner PoUet, 
who placed himself in firont of the cannon's mouth 
to prevent his m«i from firing on the people?" 

Now she smiled. 

''His praise was indeed on all lips, and if I nua- 
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take not there were plenty of poets who sang of him 
and his exploit. Amongst others I remember a piece^ 
' The Song of the Brave Gunner/ " 

He blushed. The man of science within him felt 
ashamed, as if convicted of a gross piece of ignoranc e 
but her smile was so sweet that it soothed his wounded 
pride. 

" I beg pardon. I ventured on ground where I now 
find myself not sufficiently at home, but allow me to 
take a new example. Do you remember how the 
poet Elaiser led his little troop of legionaries right 
through a whole brigade, and came to the succour of 
his comrades in the University ? " 

The smile still rested on her lips, it had perhaps 
even a shade of roguishness. Without answering his 
question, she bade him relate the episode. He did 
so. It seemed to him as if he had thus won a slight 
satisfaction for his downfall. 

" It was on the morning of May 26th, when the 
military advanced on the University to disband the 
Academic Legion. For fear of disturbances the gates 
of the town had been closed and strong detachments 
of soldiers ordered up to guard them. Outside the 
inner town was the Mechanicians' division of the 
Student Legion. When the report of the intended 
violence reached them, they resolved to hasten to the 
help of their comrades. Their captain sneaked out 
of the way in the hour of danger and Priedrich 

8 
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Kaiser took the oommaiicL Undismayed by tlie 
caonon with their lighted matches, or by the drawn 
sabres of the cavahy, or the shining bayonets of the 
infantry, he led his troop, ranks dosed, right to the 
gate of the town which a whole brigade had been 
sent to protect. An adjutant mshed towards thenh 
'Whither? Into the town! ' Without a word the 
adjutant turned and galloped back to the general 
in command. Quickly, he himself appeared, riding 
slowly towards the brave troop as, without a pause, 
it marched on. The general was a stately, old man 
^ith an intelligent face, whose martial aspect did not 
conceal the goodness and humanity which shone forth 
from his features. Kaiser commanded a halt and 
went forth to meet him. 

" ' You wish to enter the town ? ' b^an the generaL 
* Have you ministerial permission ? ' 

'''Not especially for to-day, but the Academic 
Legion is sanctioned by the Emperor, and we recog- 
nise the right of no minister to disband it.' 
** 'What do you mean to do in the town? ' 
" ' See how our comrades are getting on.' 
" 'But I am sent here to prevent that!' 
"' Then do your duty • We shall do ours!' 
" The general bethought himself. It was clear that 
the students would try to force a passage. Itwouldbe 
an unequal contest, and the blood whidi would flow be- 
longed to the youth of the land; itwas the future hope 
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of the country which would Buffer. His instmctions 
were not so explicit that his doty forced him to it. 

" * Can you give me your word of honour to commit 
no disloyal act if you go into the town ? ' asked the 
general. 

" ' Yes, if the University is not attacked,' was the 
reply. ' But if the military should advance to the 
attack, the question as to what would be legal or 
illegal on our side would be dijfficult to settle.' 

*' « H'm ! I do not think the University will be 
attacked.' 

*< ' Then, you have our pledged word ! ' and the 
champion of freedom laid his hand in that of the 
general. At the same moment he gave the order, 
^ March!' and right through the midst of the 
brigade marched the students. The general rode 
slowly after them. 

" * Tour name ? ' he asked the leader of the little 
troop. 

'^ Saluting him, sabre in hand, the leader replied, 
laconically, ' Friedrich Kaiser.' " 

This was the episode that with many enthusiastic 
comments, Anton Andersson related to Baroness 
von C. She listened to him with her kind, half- 
roguish smile. When he concluded, she answered his 
mute query. 

" Yes, it is a beautiful episode." 

He nodded contentedly. 
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" I cannot deny that it would give me extreme 
pleasure if I oonld just for once find an opportonity 
of {iressing that man's hand ! " 

'^ Which of them do yon mean ? " 

The question evidently startled him. 

''Your little story has two heroes,'' she said. 
^' You think only of the heroic courage of one of 
them, but it appears to me that the action of the 
other also deserves a fraction of your sympathy. I 
grant, however, that I am not unprejudiced. The 
general was my husband's uncle, of whom I have 
always been very fond." 

This revelation upset Anton Andersson's com- 
posure; he had not a word to say in reply. Her 
point of view was entirely new to him, but when he 
had -ponderei over it for a while, he agreed that it 
was just. 

" It had never occurred to me," he said, ** but you 
are undoubtedly right. He must have been a noble 
man, your husband's uncle, and I envy you the 
privilege of having seen and spoken with him. He 
interests me extraordinarily, as do the characters 
who took an active part in that great drama. This 
is perhaps from the knowledge that one may quite 
unexpectedly stumble against one of those historical 
personages in everyday life. There is one of them 
particularly with whom my imagination is con- 
tinually occupied. I mean the mysterious Dr. 
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Schiitte. I wish that, if only once in my life, I 
oonld meet somebody who knew the man personally 
and could give me some information as to who he 
was." 

She had tnmed her face away, and a deep silenoe 
followed. It began to grow dnsk. The foliage in 
the garden grew darker and darker, and the great 
maple tree stood like the shadow of a dwarf against 
the star-lighted sky. 

He did not venture to break the stillness, but 
suddenly she turned her face towards him and he 
saw its expression. Eound her mouth the smile 
still lingered dreamily, but it had a new shade of 
meaning. It seemed as if the smile were linked 
to a memory which bore her back to an unforgotten 
warm and tender gladness, while at the same time 
there was that little air of superiority with which 
in riper years one surveys the first experiences of 
childhood or the early dreams of youth. 

" Perhaps I could fulfil your desire," she said. 

Still for a while she sat silent, as if sunk in old 
memories. Then she began to speak. She spoke 
low, in an under tone, but not the least intonation 
of her voice escaped him. It was a flexible, ex- 
pressive voice, and its changes were like an insepar- 
able accompaniment to the words. Her face he 
could no longer see, but that mattered not at all. 
The sound of her voice told him everything. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE IDEA AND ITS HERO 

" I DO not know much about * The Storm Bird,' and 
the little I can tell yon is not always based on my 
own observation, for my personal recollections have 
become blended with all that I formerly heard or 
read abont him in books, newspapers, or periodicals. 
^' The remembrance of my first acquaintance with 
Dr. Schfitte coincides with the remembrance of 
my first ball ; perhaps that is the reason that ever 
since his image has been so distinct in my memory. 
I was a child, had indeed only lately completed 
my sixteenth year — ^it may have been in the begin- 
ning of March 1848. My mother, the one year's 
widow of an official of the Eoyal Chancery, had, 
after our father's death, lived a very retired life 
with her two children, my sister being two years 
older than I. The ball was not at the house of 
one of our intimate acquaintances. I remember 
that the invitation surprised us alL We had indeed 
made few close friends; my father had not been 
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much inclined for society, while he lived, but just 
because of that we girls longed all the more to ' come 
cut,' and especially now ! There was so much elec- 
tricity in the air that one was irresistibly driven 
forth to hear news, news ! You may imagine that 
at that time the newspapers never reported anything 
of interest; they were all provided with Herr 
Sedlnitzky's muzzle, and the only way in which one 
could quench one's thirst for political gossip was 
through conversation. Thus the ball was more 
like a political club, and the gentlemen talked 
politics between the dances. The ladies were as 
eager as the men ; it was in the air then. I much 
missed this political causerie when I became a little 
older, and often grew intolerably weary at balls. 
Politics were then banished from the ballroom, 
and one's partners talked exclusively of the weather 
and the temperature. When for the tenth time 
the same evening I heard it said that the room was 
hot, I always wanted to reply 'Bismarck!' in 
order to lead up to politics. 

" Then I always thought with regret of the politi- 
cally-minded partners of my first ball. They were so 
thoroughly well informed, and absolutely never at a 
loss for words. Dr. Schiitte, in particular, made a deep 
impression on my young mind ; he had direct infor- 
mation from Stuttgart, and he told me that monarchi- 
cal Wurtemberg had been gratified by a Constitution. 
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'* I see him still, standing in front of me, smiling 
and reporting that Wnrtemberg had a Constitntion ; 
he stood there in evening dress and made the im- 
pression of a person nncommonlj well got up from 
head to foot. That does not mean three yards as 
with you np there in the north! My cavalier of 
March 1848 was a good three inches shorter than 
yon, but his figure was well proportioned, and he 
had a well formed head adorned with dark hair 
curling round the brow, from under whose mighty 
arch shone forth two deep-set, dark eyes. On his 
upper lip he wore an elegant little moustache, whose 
brilliant blackness enhanced the whiteness of his 
teeth as often as he laughed — and he was nearly 
always laughing. When he was serious he spoke with 
a kindling enthusiasm of the fireedom of the people, of 
equality and brotherhood, and his hands were con- 
stantly in motion, gesticulatiiig expressively and 
vividly in the demonstration of the most complete 
equality. His utterances were as clear as sharpened 
rock-crystal, and every word was admirably to the point. 

" We ladies were all freethinkers naturally ; how 
could we well be anything else, considering the 
oppression under which we lived ? We women were 
now for once easy to fill with enthusiasm. My heart 
beat violently; I know not if the words op the 
speaker, enthusiasm or the enthusiast, most carried 
me away, but in the night I dreamt of his smila 
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I remember that I blushed at it before myself, as if I 
were failing the holy cause of freedom. 

" Quick as lightning, the passion for freedom seemed 
to take possession of the whole company at the ball 
There was another dance, and I had a fresh partner. 
He took only half a turn round the room : then he 
bowed and said that now even in Austria the longed- 
for sun of freedom would soon rise. When I nodded 
smiling encouragement, he declared that not with 
folded arms should the dawn of day be awaited ; all 
men and women who cared about a Constitution 
should draw more closely together. When again I 
nodded, he threw his arm round my waist, and we 
danced, as if to illustrate the drawing together, 
another half turn. The enthusiasm reached fever 
height; I heard it whispered that some emblem 
should be adopted by which the friends of freedom 
should recognise one another — ^the black, red, and 
yellow colours were considered at that time so revolu- 
tionary that nobody ventured to wear them — and just 
as we passed Dr. Schtitte, I saw his partner tear her 
scarf. She had quickly decked her cavalier with a white 
cockade and a white band ; I followed her example, and 
soon each of the ladies present had adorned her part- 
ner with a white band and a white cockade, and freedom 
had, so we imagined, established its first uniformed 
body-guard at Vienna. But the day after we heard 
that the white legion of freedom was already dissolved. 
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That ni^t our bedizened caYalien liad gone in a 
body to a caf ^, and their exuberant ^ithnsiasni had 
oome into collision with the police. Perhaps the 
delirinm of freedom had led them into excesses; in 
that case the oondnsion was undeniably symbolicaL 

''Dr. Schfitte soon became the intimate Mend of 
our family. I do not know who introduced him, 
but one fine day wh«i I came home from my music 
lesson he was in our drawing-room, and after that I 
found him there more and more often. His amia- 
bility seemed to win everybody, and I do not know 
which was most taken with him, my sister or my 
mother. I myself adored him after the fisishion of 
many yoong ladies. Exactly who he was not one of 
us knew. That he was a highly educated man who 
felt himself to be a distingoished person in the 
world — so much was clear to us from the first hour. 
He told us himself some time later that he was bom 
in Cioeafeld, in Westphalia, in the year 1813, if I 
remember aright. He had studied in Bonn and in 
Berlin, and sometimes visited France and England. 
It was a treat to hear him speak of his journeys ; 
be had also, it seemed, been in the east, and he 
spoke with wonder of that slumbering land and its 
dying civilisation. But yet more were we enchanted 
by his talk of freedom and the rights of man, and of 
the struggle for both which he believed to be very 
near at hand. We knew not then what a tme prophet 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE IDEA AND ITS HERO 75 

he was, but when one grand day, the beautiful and 
gracious gift of freedom fell right down from Heaven, 
and the joy of it filled all our hearts, Dr. Schtitte 
became, to me at least, a personification of the gospel 
he had foretold, and in my inmost soul I worshipped 
him as an incarnation of all virtues — ^love of freedom, 
strength, courage — all the loveliest qualities that I 
could dream of in the person of a man and an idol. 

''After the long period of oppression through 
which we had lived, now suddenly it was as if a 
wide, fair perspective revealed itself in all directions. 
It was extraordinary that a child should have any 
perception of it, but I certainly had. Perhaps this 
was because the results of freedom also affected the 
relations between our mother and us children; it 
seems to me, at least, that the severity with which 
she had brought us up was notably softened, and it 
was my sister's and my own private * March victory.' 
But all that I personally experienced during that 
time is clouded in my memory as if it had only passed 
like a dream. Neither can I describe what went on 
within me. It was a process so unconscious that it 
never left any trace. I doubt if it can be interpreted 
by words ; for me, at least, its charm was just this — 
that it was so undefined and yet so rich in variety* 
To-day, when I think myself back into that time, it 
seems to me the most sorrowless of my whole life. 
I felt something as a plant feels in the sunlight on a 
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summer morning when the life sap rises up from 
the roots, and leaves and buds begin to swell. I saw 
him sometimes, and that I could see him sometimes 
was enough to fill my life. I scarcely think he 
guessed the adoration of which he was the object; 
in any case he never by a glance, a look, or a word 
betrayed any sense of it. Besides, as I well knew 
even then, he was a great favourite with ladies, and 
I had my suspicions that my sister secretly worshipped 
at his shrine. I never felt anything approaching 
jealousy about it. I only thought it quite natural. 
To me he was simply the embodiment of an idea, 
and I seriously believed that he was insensible to the 
admiration of all other women — as he was to mine. 
Apparently he was never aware of the impression 
made by his personality, and all the friendliness he 
met with, he received as entirely and indubitably for 
the sake of the cause — the struggle for freedom — 
whose servant he was. To my childish mind he was 
also almost exclusively a servant of the Word, and 
I reverenced him as I had done my first father- 
confessor, a young abb^. Dr. Schiitte was to me just 
such a monk of freedom, a man who devoted his life 
to the faith he acknowledged, and who never made 
place in his heart for any other warmer feelings. 

" I have since often found that devotion to an Idea 
can very well flourish side by side with other more 
earthly feelings, and that Don Juan often appears 
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in the robe of a reformer or idealist. But still to-day 
I hold to my notion that my childish instinct that 
time judged rightly. 

" We met, as I said, sometimes, but always in the 
company of others. I really do not understand what 
my youthful affection found to feed on during that 
time, though indeed I believe that then, as later, 
it lived on itself and was nourished by a chimera. 
A woman's first love — or fancy, rather, for the first 
word is too full-toned to be used for that fair, 
shadowy dream — ^is very often of that sort; it is 
delicate and airy, a morning haze, Hie 'fata mor- 
garia^ of feeling. It is as if the woman-nature, still 
unawake, stretched out its arms towards life. One 
thinks one has seized happiness itself in the person 
supremely one's own ; one is conscious of depth and 
power, as if one shared in life itself ; one feels all its 
loveliness concentrated in a single second — ^then one 
awakes. It was only a dream, and dreams come 
easily at morning tide, as you know. Then, when 
one has rubbed one's eyes and found one's arms 
empty, the arms in which, as one imagined lately, all 
the joy of life lay and trembled, one is possessed by 
an indefinite pain, and one lies as if stunned, long, 
long. But one rises out of the trance and goes out 
to meet the day, and to most, as to me, the day gives 
full compensation for the dream's will-o'-the-wisps, 
and life makes good to us a thousand-fold, the 
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deoeptions of fancy. I have been so happy, and just 
because of that, I can speak of my heart's earliest 
dream withoat bitterness and without shame ! The 
bliss of real life does not grow wan beside that of 
the dream. My life has contained great gladness, 
and only one great sorrow." 

She was silent and cast a tender glance into the 
room. Through the half open door the sleeper's 
even, quiet breathing was audible. 

*' Yes/' she continued. '^ I have not much more 
to tell about those early day& His name was on 
the lips of all — ^you know what a storm of ill-will 
he aroused by his q>eech at the Od6on. To me 
and to all of us at home, the accusations with 
which he was overwhelmed, seemed groundless and 
ridiculous, and he himself certainly did not attadi 
much weight to the tempest of words which arose. 
He was always of a joyous disposition and full of 
hopes. I have since often wondered at his equable 
temper, at the happy confidence with which he met 
the changes of fate. Thus in the presence of the 
most tragic catastrophe he wore his changeless 
smile. I think his good humour was due to the 
consciousness that he fought in a good cause; I 
imagine that no peer-spirited man can surround him- 
self with that halo of loveableness. Easy-going such 
a man may be, but not bad or petty-natured. 

''You can fanirir what despair seized me when 
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one morning in April I learnt that Dr. Schtitte 
had been arrested and sent over the frontier. The 
most minute details were reported far and wide 
through the newspapers, one of which, to mark its 
regret, came out with black edges. On the morn- 
ing of the 1 8th of April two officials had come to 
the inn, ^The Yellow Lamb,' in Leopoldstadt, and 
inquired for Dr. Schiitte. Dr. Schiitte lived there, 
and he resisted. Entering his room, they asked 
him courteously to follow them. He refused. He 
was declared to be under arrest, and was carried 
ofiE in a cab which was waiting. As the carriage 
passed the Ferdinand bridge, two more guardian 
angels turned up, and it then proceeded at a galop 
to the guard-room of the police. In the afternoon 
the two gentlemen returned to ' The Yellow Lamb,' 
laid an embargo on Dr. Schtitte's papers, and paid 
his bill, at the same time enjoining the inn-keeper 
to maintain the most absolute silence as to what 
had taken place. 

''If the authorities naively believed that such a 
summary act of justice could pass quite unnoticed, 
they made a radical mistake. The whole Vienna 
Press discussed the matter, and all the papers con- 
demned in strong language the action of the 
Minister of Home Affairs. Thus the weather-cock 
of public opioion pointed at once in a quite con- 
trary direction from before. Dr. Schtltte was no 
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longer the dreaded agitator, the bloodthirsty revolu- 
tionist, as rumour had lately — Gk)d only knows why 
— ^with much assiduity, declared that he was. No, 
now he wore the crown of a martyr on his brow, 
and I heard some worthy citizens, who quite lately 
had not been able to find a word strong enough to 
brand him with, now exalt him to the skies after 
they had got rid of him. How like man is, speak- 
ing generally, to that winged being called a parrot ! 
How rare are all original and independent opinions, 
and how do words and views pass thoughtlessly 
firom mouth to mouth! How many of those who 
now sang the praises of the martyr and before con- 
demned the agitator, knew Dr. Schtitte? They 
were all merely bubbles floating on the stream of 
popular opinion! One of these bubbles was the 
Minister of Home Affairs, and his name was Baron 
Pillersdorff. He pandered to the general panic and 
to the ezdted imagination which saw in Dr. Schiitte 
the ghost of Communism, and in order to do its 
business he gave orders for the above-named ad- 
ministrative freak. Scarcely was it accomplished 
when the stream veered round, and the bubble 
which held Baron Pillersdorff and his popularity 
burst. Now, the diplomat must make good the 
damage done by the Minister of the Interior, and 
when the Students' deputation demanded from Iiitvi 
an explanation, he replied with much suavity: 
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"Nobody can deplore what has happened more^ 
deeply than I, but that talented young scholar 
could in no other way be saved from the rage of 
the irritated citizens.' The citizens blamed the^ 
minister, and the minister blamed the citizens. 

"I did not care much to know whose fault it- 
was. The wrong had been done, and Dr. Schiitte 
was gone. The unjust act I felt like a personal 
afiront; it certainly developed to the utmost my 
passion for freedom. We women rarely hold & 
middle course, and we usually judge more with 
the heart than with the head. I have heard of 
people who, struck by some great misfortune^ 
break out into blasphemies against God; I felt^ 
something like that against the legal authorities, 
when Dr. Schiitte had been exiled. My hatred 
was so unreasonable and so youthful that I do not 
know what deed I should not have been capable 
of committing to avenge the freedom which had 
been infringed. Under such circumstances you 
will understand that I greeted the events of May 
26th with delight, and not I alone; my mother 
and my sister were as much possessed by the 
freedom-madness as I. I have already said that 
we had been heart and soul in the March up- 
rising. Then we had prepared bandages and lint, 
and afterwards adorned our heroes with flowers 
and bands. But on May 26th our participation 
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was no longer confined to playing a passiye part. 
The women of Vienna^ high and low, were seisied 
with warlike ardonr, which found expression in 
valiant* acts and deeds. 

''Yon mnst have seen something abont it in 
yonr history books; possibly yon may also have 
read of a yonng girl who distmgaished herself by 
her nnnsual revolutionary zeal, and a somewhat 
theatrical appearance. L. A. FranM, amongst 
others, mentions her in his Becollections. She 
was dressed in white with a short black tunic; on 
her head she wore a white veil fastened to her 
black hair with purple rosettes at the side ; on her 
breast was a placard with the words, ' Ifb dUiandn 
ing of the Legion^* and in her hands was a black, 
red, and yellow banner. She was called *The 
Bride of the Barricades,' and this strange title 
was her pride. She sought to justify it by going 
from barricade to barricade, and speaking encourag- 
ing words. You will almost have guessed by now 
that the old woman, who sits by you and tells the 
tale, is the same as the young madcap she speaks 
of. I have often myself real difficulty in under^ 
standiDg it» and I sometimes ask if it can possibly 
have been a dream. I might perhaps think that 
I had gradually brought myself to imagine it all, 
if I had not in different accounts of those days seen 
descriptions both of my dress and my appearance. 
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" Does it sound like a fable in your ears ? There 
were far more remarkable things In those days. If 
you had ever seen my mother and my sister, and if 
I had told you that the one with her own delicate 
hands had carried stones to a barricade, and that 
the other, gun on shoulder, had been one of its 
garrison of artisans and students — ^you would cer- 
tainly not believe me. Yet you read in your 
histories that hundreds of women belonging to 
the best families in Vienna took part in the revo- 
lution-campaign in a like active fashion. But truly 
it seems to me also incredible, though I saw it with 
my own eyes. Besides^ amongst all those women, 
who came forward and assumed theatrical attitudes 
at the barricades, there were naturally some who 
were not inspired by any kind of heavenly mad- 
ness, such as I verily think we were infected with, 
but by an entirely mundane sort of insanity. And 
when the first Amazons finally discovered in what 
society they moved, they withdrew from it hastily, 
and the wretched ' Bride of the Barricades ' tore up 
her banner, and used her veil to wipe tears from 
her cheeks, as she went home, disheartened because 
the Idea can never descend to earth without being 
polluted by its dust and slime. 

" At all events, I keep the day. May 26th, in my 
memory as one of the most beautiful I have lived 
through. I think I remember every moment of it. 
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from the mornmg when the first and only shot fell 
near the Bothenthurm Gate^ till late in the afternoon 
when I saw the stadents and workmen preparing to 
sleep side by side at the barricades, nnder the star- 
strewn sky of the warm summer night. Then 
suddenly in the night firing was heard, and all arose. 
Drams beat, alarm bells rang. It was said that 
Prince Windischgratz was marching on Vienna. It 
was a false alarm. The shots were fired by allies, 
by a few hundred Hungarian conspirators who had 
hurried from Presburg to the help of the Vienna 
students. Five months later Prince Windischgratz 
was really at the gates of Vienna, then also aid &om 
Hungary was expected, but it was looked for in 
vain. 

'* You know the eyents of May 26th andl need not 
describe them. The whole of the inner town, espe- 
cially the IJniTersity quarter, was interspersed with 
barricades ; I went from one stonework to the other 
and witnessed many merry scenes. The BcTolution 
had a decidedly lively, one is tempted to say, harmo- 
nious character. How pleased those workmen looked 
behind the barricades with mugs of beer in front of 
them, and what goodwill shone firom their faces as 
one went by ! They saluted courteously, but allowed 
themselves no improprieties or unsuitable pleasantry. 
That they did for the first time later, when ladies of 
doubtful character began to visit the barricades. 
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They were a set of big cliildren, those workmen, but 
there was something very noble in the emotion which 
called them to arms. I think the greeting, which on 
May 15th they sent to the threatened University, a 
very touching one ; at the first signal ten thousand 
artisans would march into the town, ' for what con- 
cerned those who laboured with head and heart, 
might possibly be of moment to those who worked 
with their hands only/ The workmen's tender 
feeling towards the students was captivating in its 
simplicity, and so was the naive a£Eection which 
expressed itself in the so-called * Kaiser barricade,' a 
stately stone structure, decorated with pendants and 
scarves and, above all, the Emperor's portrait. It 
was an origiaal sally of loyalty, was it not ? But it 
was very well intended. They thought, however, 
that if their good Emperor were in the town, there 
would be no need to put up barricades. Nobody on 
earth could have led them to join in a revolution 
against the good Emperor. No, it was only the 
Emperor's absence which made barricades possible, 
and it was only against the ministers and the military 
that they were built. The humour of the Eevolution 
was altogether agreeable, and beer and wine streamed 
in floods, and not a drop of blood was shed. 

''But meanwhile danger lurked under all this 
amiability. The grown-up children, during those 
May days were models of good behaviour, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



86 THE STORM BIRD 

respected the rights of ownership as if they them- 
selyes had been interested in their being maintained 
inviolate ; they had indeed for once taken np arms 
for a righteous cause, but another time they might 
easily be seduced into letting themselves be used as 
the instruments of personal interests, intrigues and 
knavery. Their own power of discernment would 
not hinder them from throwing themselves into the 
fire for an unworthy object, if an eloquent sophist 
represented it to them as a good ona Moreover, 
those big children could be themselves both bad 
and good. In the crowd, which in those May 
days distinguished itself by its honourable and 
considerate conduct, there were perhaps many of 
those who in October beat the War Minister to 
death. 

" In May the Revolution was sport. The children 
liked the game, and we women played too. In 
October it became bloody earnest, and the playful 
children had some scratches. Those unhappy, 
playful children! Much noble blood flowed from 
their scratches and wounds. 

" You see that I retain all my sympathy with that 
time, and yet I look at its events now with very 
different eyes. My feelings now are not enlisted so 
blindly on this side or on that I know that there 
must be division of opinion, that the truth required 
for development is the outcome of the struggle over 
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superficialities, and that therefore each party hasf its 
justification. The members do their duty in the 
service of development in being themselves, and in 
following their vocation, which on the one side 
involves advance, and on the other restraint. That 
each party should use strong words is in the very 
nature of things ; one cannot indeed, be an enthu- 
siast without believiug in the infallibiKty of one's 
convictions, and that to oneself alone it has been 
given to find the pearl of truth. 

" When I now take a review of the events of 1848, 
and look at them more objectively and in their 
relation to one another, it appears to me that the 
whole drama of the Idea reduces itself into a fight 
between wills and interests. I perceive a secret 
organisation which lays mines all over Europe, unites 
them by wires, and kindles them at a given and 
previously arranged moment. Various circumstances 
are undeniably evidence of this. On March nth 
appeared for the first time a foreign agitator at 
Groggnitzer-Maskin, a manufactory outside Vienna. 
Nobody knew who he was. His dress was ragged, 
but he bore himself defiantly and his cap was cocked 
jauntily over one ear. He said that the Eevolution 
was to break out on March 13th, that the people 
would then overthrow their tyrants. It was on 
March 13th that the Eevolution broke out. He had 
thus foreseen truly. Dr. Frankl speaks of another 
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workman who said he had sworn a holy oath to fight 
wherever the people rose. He became ill at the 
beginning of March at ^enna, and his life was 
•quite despaired of. ' I cannot take part/ he moaned, 
' bnt I mnst/ and he showed a sheet of parchment 
which he carried in a leather case on his breast. 
On the sheet were the mystic words : ^ Thine oath, 
thy life, or thy death.' " 

She was silent for a moment as if she wanted to 
rest her voice, and Anton Andersson who had 
listened to her with breathless interest, availed him- 
self of the opportunity to agree with what she had 
last said: 

^* To me also it often seems as if the Bevolntion in 
Europe in 1848, was conducted from some secret 
headquarters, and consciousness of that, and that 
possibly there was calculation at the back of it, 
tended to cool me down too. When one has begun 
to criticise one soon sees for example, that both in 
March and in May the multitudes were caught by a 
'word. It looks as if some men in alliance with 
^another international revolutionary society, availed 
themselves of the extreme discontent existing in all 
the countries of Europe, to precipitate a catastrophe. 
Their method of agitation was through words, and 
chiefly French war terms. This looks unmistakably 
like imitation." 

She nodded smUing : — 
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" I tliink just as you do ; our Eevolutioii was an 
imitation. One cannot even speak about it without 
using Fr^ench words, such as national guard, barricade, 
&c. The Eevolution was a foreign plant, which 
never took root in German soil." 

Though he longed to hear her continue her story, 
he could not deny himself the satisfaction of making 
one more remark : — 

^^ I also suspect that the masses did not know the 
meaning and significance of the war terms. Of 
those who on March 14th demanded freedom of the 
Press vrith arms in their hands, the greater part 
certainly could not read. Yet, how they rejoiced 
when freedom of the Press was granted ! They 
rejoiced till a new war-cry was issued — its import 
they comprehended as little as the other's. The 
next was a Constitution! In May it became A 
Single Popular Chamber^ and the Closest Union vrUh 
Germany. ^^ 

'' And that time it seemed as if not one of those 
who gave the parole had the slightest idea of its 
import ! Of those two demands, which unfortunately 
were both granted, the one was directly opposed to 
the other. The German democratic party had in 
and with that claim signed its own death warrant, 
for universal su£Erage gave the ascendancy to the 
Slav element ; the struggle for freedom degenerated 
into a strife between nationalities, and the Slavs 
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became the tools of the reactJonaiy party; all higher 
interests were drowned in the qnanrels of i>etty states 
and national hatred. Therefore the BeFolntion 
miscarried in Austria. It could not do anything 
else, for the men were too narrow-minded to hold 
aloft the Idea of freedom. The Idea itself was still 
beautiful, but one has to reckon with &cts, and it was 
plain that the people were not yet ripe for freedom. 
Under the r%ime of Mettemich a people never could 
be ready for seir-goTemment. The freedom grasped 
at in March could not be achieTed without a leap in 
deyel(^mient. The leap failed, and the final result 
of the BeTolution became, by virtue of an inward 
essential necessity, the sword-rule of Windischgratz. 
You do not suspect me of sympathising with it? 
Oh, no ! I have wept far too many hot tears over 
the lovely dream of freedom; it was indeed my 
religion, and I certainly do not love that prosaic 
man, especially when he stands there as victor after 
the conquest of Vienna, and pronounces one death- 
sentence after another. He seems then like an 
automaton, without either head or heart. But one 
learns that a human being is to be found inside the 
automaton — ^and there is really one moment in the 
stoiy, one only moment — ^when a ray of sympathy 
passes over his soulless dark features. It was during 
the Bevolution at Prague, during the bloody Whitsun 
week. The storming of the barricades had lately 
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begun, and Prince Windischgratz was preparing to 
drown the revolt in blood. At one of the windows 
of the house of the Commander-in-Ohief stood 
Princess Windischgratz, looking out with curiosity 
into the street. Suddenly she staggered and fell to 
the ground, hit by a spent ball or a hired assassin's 
shot. She was the dearest possession he owned on 
the face of the earth, that iron automaton! And 
she fell as a sacrifice to the people's hate — of him 
who had poured out the people's blood. When he 
learnt from the doctor the dreadful fact that she 
was dead, he arose white as a corpse, and lifting his 
hand to Heaven, cried ' Vengeance ! ' But after a 
moment of violent internal struggle he gave orders 
that firing should cease in all parts of the town. He 
refused to be avenged. He would not that more 
human blood should be sacrificed. It is not easy, is 
itj to identify this man with him who in October 
carried on his ravages outside Vienna ? But I think 
that in his inhuman cruelty he also believed that he 
thus attained what he considered, a good end, just as 
we held the cause a good one for which we set up 
barricades in May. 

'' But now I return from my historical excursion to 
my own personal memories. 

" While my father lived, we used every year to 
spend the summer in the country, but in 1848 we 
remained in the town, and there too, time passed. 
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thougli the days were hotter and the hours seemed 
longer than nsoal. From Dr. Schiittewe had not 
heard a word, bat he always let the newspapers have 
some information as to his whereabonts, and one fine 
day in August^ when my sister and I came in firom 
onr nsual walk on the Prater, whom shonld we find 
in our salon but onr missing Storm Bird ! He sat 
there oonyersing with mamma, and was as ever 
elegant and smiling. 

" He described his experiences daring the months 
which had passed, depicted whole episodes of his 
wandering life wittily and amasingly, sketched little 
portraits of several well-known personages whom he 
had met — ^in one word, he was as lively and interest- 
ing as ever, and took us all by storm over again. 
He had had in Dresden a little conflict with one of 
Mettemich's pupils, an Austrian diplomatist, whose 
features he showed us in a sportive caricature. He 
had been in Frankfort, and spoke of the Grerman 
Parliament, which he called an Academy for the 
sciences of State-rights and Politics, but a very 
disappointing one, for the German nation expected 
something of that Academy. The wise and learned 
representatives did nothing but debate, ceaselessly 
debate — ^triflea Therefore the outcome of the exer- 
tions of this People's Parliament was likely to be 
nil, and the German princes would not tolerate it 
longer than was necessary for appearance' sake. All 
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this was interesting enough to hear, for we all lived 
then in the midst of politics, and the Frankfort 
Parliament was then the focus of the hopes of all 
liberals. I, for my part, hung on every word that 
fell from his mouth, but I remember that there was 
always something missing in his discourse — ^it 
avoided all that touched himself, and now it struck 
me that on this point he had always been extremely 
reticent. When he spoke of his life he alluded only 
to its general outlines ; one never learnt to know the 
man himself in a really intimate way, so to speak. 
It was only his abstract official self that was known 
to me, and now I felt for the first time an unspeak- 
able longing to learn to know himself, his personality, 
the human being who stood behind and inspired my 
abstract ideal. 

" After this I saw him almost daily, and as time 
passed, his open countenance bore more and more an 
expression of discouragement and depression, as if he 
carried about a secret sorrow. His glad-heartedness 
seemed to me no longer unmixed, and I was more 
pleased when he sometimes gave utterance to his 
dejection than when he tried to force the old smile 
which had lost its freshness. It wounded my child- 
like affection that he did not open his heart and 
confide to me his troubles. Did he regard me as a 
child ? You know there is nothing more painful to a 
young girl of sixteen, than the suspicion that the 
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man she adores looks on her as a child. I longed to 
be able to show how well I understood him, and I 
racked my brains incessantly for a means of arran^ 
ing a little scene. 

" The tone towards him in the liberal circles of 
Vienna was certainly quite other than sympathetic 
In the early days of the revolutionary movement 
enthusiasm had been living and genuine; now it 
was dead or false. So many other less pure factors 
had now entered into the game, and in whatever 
direction he turned in order to place his knowledge 
and his experience at the service of the cause of 
freedom, he was looked on coldly or met with 
jealousy or distrust. So many petiy ambitions 
were speculating on being able to advance them- 
selves through the movement for freedom, and they 
flocked round the banners in crowds, in hopes of a 
chance of using ^the cause' to forward their own 
personal interests. And, herein, lies a great danger 
for all who conquer. It is not the pure-hearted who 
enjoy the fruits of victory ; those fruits always fall 
into the hands of the speculators, and are exploited 
by them. Therefore is the Idea truly beautiful only 
so long as it does not stoop to the sphere of earth, 
so long as it rests unattainable in the imagination 
of the enthusiast. As soon as it is transported to 
earth, it loses its purity; properly speaking, it 
belongs exclusively to the world of dreams and of 
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aspirations. Every winged thing belongs to the 
kingdom of the air. Actualities walk the earth on 
strong feet. 

" My poor Storm Bird became thin and pale. It 
seemed to me that disappointments, with fearful 
rapidity, were undermining his health. I suiB^ered 
with him both in body and spirit. I was one with 
him in his despair at seeing the Cause to which he 
had consecrated his life, trailed in the dust, blun- 
dered over, frustrated in unskilled hands. I felt all 
that with an intensity bom of the heart. It was as 
if my own enthusiasm for freedom had lost its vigour, 
because he no longer upheld it by his faith. Physic- 
ally I languished also ; I grew thin and pale like my 
poor Storm Bird. 

" You know the course of events. I did not long 
need to rack my brains to bring about a scene. 
Dr. SchUtte came to us the same afternoon, that 
the War Minister was murdered, and it seemed as 
if the strength with which hitherto he had held up 
in spite of all obstacles, suddenly lost its quality and 
gave way. He was as white as the white curtain 
against which I saw his head outlined. The black 
hair lay smoothly round his forehead, and the gener- 
ally well-cared-f or moustache drooped lifelessly round 
the comers of his mouth. His whole powerful 
physique was upset, and at last, the victim of a 
terrible nerve crisis, he fell, unheeding what he 
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did, against the window frame, and borst into 
tears. 

^ From early in the morning, when the first shot 
was fired against Tabor, he had been in the midst 
of the street battle. Without any weapon but his 
elegant little walking-stick, he had placed himself 
at the head of a body of the proletariat, and led 
them against the troops. When the military retired, 
he hurried to the University, and thence to the 
office of the War Minister, where he heard that a 
tumult was in progress. He reached it just at the 
moment when the raging mob strung up Latour's 
corpse to a lantern post. Then he was seized by 
an indescribable horror of the outrage ; he hastened 
away. He went on and on without knowing 
whither, but his steps took him instinctiyely 
towards his abode in Leopoldstadt. When he 
passed our house, he saw lights through the 
windows, and he came up. Perhaps he had an 
intuitive perception that from us he would have 
something of the sympathy he needed. Perhaps 
the reason was the very simple one that his strength 
failed him and he could go no farther. Ever 
since the morning he had eaten nothing. We 
gave him wine and bread, and it seemed to do him 
good. 

"He spoke with heart-broken grief of the holy 
cause of the freedom, which from that moment, he 
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considered lost. I can never forget his words — ^they so 
took hold of me. They were like a despairing lament 
over the death of his beloved. He called to mind her 
features, her fair smiling features, her pure beauty and 
harmony, and he fell on his knees in the presence of 
what was now but a memory ; he would not believe 
that she was dead. But when the persuasion that it 
was so at last took root, he rose up resigned, and began 
to speak of the gloomy future which lay before. His 
words had a prophetic sound, and all that he said in 
that hour of dire anguish of soul was more than 
fulfilled in the sad days that followed. It was like a 
farewell to the past, and a settlement with the future 
at the same time. 

" Now it is all past. There is nothing more to hope 
for. The victory of the reaction is certain ; all that 
we had won in the course of this year will be lost 
after this evil deed. There is no hope of salvation, 
no outlook; the darkness which veiled Europe in 
the beginning of this blessed and yet accursed year, 
shall again spread itself abroad and impenetrably at 
the year's end. Those early days ! They brought 
with them light and freedom ! It was as if an angel 
came down from Heaven with a torch in her right 
hand and a sword in her left — she flew from land to 
land and from nation to nation. The people greeted 
the angel with joy, and the tyrants made ready to 
withdraw into the darkness whence they came out. 
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Bnt a forions mob threw itself on the Grenins of 
Enlightemnent, and wrenched the sword and the torch 
oat of her hands. The torch was nsed to kindle the 
destroying fire, the sword, intended for the defence 
of freedom, was employed in deeds of plunder and 
violence. The people were not ripe for the blessings 
of freedom, for they conld snatch at the holy symbols 
and nse them as the instruments of their wild orgies. 
Dishonoured and robbed, soared away the spirit of 
freedom and enlightenment, and a hmidred years 
shall pass away before she again descends to 
Earth." 

^'His words were something like these, and he 
described broadly the commotions in Grermany after 
the March days, shewed how petty interests opposed 
great ones instead of subordinating themselves to 
the more important, how the project of a muted 
and strong Grermany allied itself with the intrigaes 
of the Slay nation, and how the splendid enthusiasm 
of the March days evaporated — ^leaving as little 
trace and as little resnlt as the wasted gmipowder, 
and the spilt blood. 

'^n in omr mighiy Fatherland there had been 
fonnd a man with strong hands who understood 
how to seize the leadership of those spasmodic 
efforts for freedom — ^he would have realised the 
Idea just as undoubtedly as in the future it will be 
realised. But hesitating men held the reins and 
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dropped them as soon as there was a question of 
act or deed — Men? The word is almost too good, 
or its old significance is forgotten ! Jnst look at 
the members of that Frankfort Parliament! Did 
they not let the time slip through their hands 
while the national enthusiasm dwindled and died 
away? Instead of acting, they debated — so 
thoroughly German ! They would not deny them- 
selves a little Whitsun holiday, though they well 
knew that every minute was valuable. Executive 
power was wanted. It is useless to demonstrate 
truths theoretically. What the head thinks out, 
hands are needed to carry out, but the German 
National Parliament is a head without a body; 
therefore it also dwindles for want of noarishment, 
and if I see aright, paralysis is in prospect. Where 
is the army of the Parliament which would give 
it authority to decide ? Where is to be found the 
money to pay the wages of the army? Where is 
the man without ulterior views and scruples, the 
man needed by the age in its deep suffering — a 
reformer, sword in hand and ready to give up his 
life for the benefit of his country ? He is not to be 
found ! It seems as if the time had not produced 
a man great enough for this surrender, and therefore 
all these movements are doomed to death before- 
hand. If in this century there had been found 
a German with the genius and iron will of the 
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Frenoh Bonaparte, then tke histoiy of Germany 
during the last half of the nineteenth centmy would 
haye had a very different aspect — then in the middle 
of Europe so mighiy a kingdom would have arisen 
that nobody wonld haye dared to defy it, and in its 
bosom would have blossomed freedom and peace 
for all time and for all the nations of Europe. Now 
the happy moment has been lost, and if the man of 
iron appears he will find that he cannot accomplish 
a thousandth part of what otherwise he might have 
brought to pass ; he has been bom some ten years 
too late. But the vision of a great united kingdom 
— ^Europe's heart — shall not die with us; it shall 
live through the centuries, and other strong hands 
shall take hold where we let go our grasp. It is 
only for Austria that the fortunate moment shall 
never return. Here the Czech element will gradu- 
ally gain the ascendency, Oerman culture will be 
trampled out by the Slav barbarian, and Austria 
will sink back into darkness, lost to civilisation and 
to the German kingdom." 

Thus spoke he. When I now put his words side 
by side with the historical events in Germany after 
1848, it seems to me as if the prophetic tone in 
which he spoke was quite justified ; his imagination 
apparently anticipated the course of the world's 
stoiy and foresaw Bismarck and Sadowa. 

" I have never been able to understand how this 
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man was so important in the eyes of Prince Win- 
dischgratz that the first demand the Prince made 
on the beleaguered capital related to the head of 
Br. Schiitte. It was indeed a fine head and a good 
head, but that is not enough to explain the interest 
taken by his Highness. Of Dr. Schiitte's business 
in Vienna I know nothing at all. Was he playing 
the part of an agitator? Did he try to instigate 
the proletariat to revolt ? I do not know, but it 
seems to me little likely. He appeared to me always 
to be what he called himself, *a representative of 
sound reason,' and after he perceived that all was 
lost from the day of Latour's murder, there was no 
object in agitation. It is possible, however, that 
I am mistaken. What I do know is that he re- 
mained in Vienna, and that we saw him every day 
during the dismal time that followed. He seemed 
to have recovered himself and to have become quite 
familiar with the thought of a coming catastrophe, 
and something of the old joyousness began again 
now and then to sparkle in his eyes. 

" You know the details of the siege and its result. 
During those days of fighting it was Dr. Schfltte 
who most often brought us news of what was going 
on. We stayed indoors; we did not venture out, 
for we constantly heard shots crack, and cannon 
thunder — tk music too forcible for women's ears. 
The streets of the inner town were certainly as 
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empty as ours was ; I am sme that no d^ant dames 
promenaded in the Graben between two and four in 
the afternoon, when Prince WindiachgratB threw 
glowing bombs into it, and a well-dressed laAy 
might nm the risk of having her antnmn oostnme 
spoilt. As for the men, of couise all who conld 
hold a gon in their hands joined the ranks of the 
defenders. It was no longer only a qnestion of 
principles; the protection of wife and children, 
home and properly, was the point. I believe all 
the citizens of Vienna felt as if the town were 
besieged hy some irreconcilable enemy, not hj 
the Emperor^B own soldiers. It was known that 
when those wild hordes made their way into the 
town, they wonld spare nothing, and tlus acoonnta 
for the despaiiing effort in which the capital ciiy 
employed its utmost powers in that uneqnal contest, 
and for the insane way in which the hope was dung 
to that the Magyar army would lend its aid. 

''Dr. Sdiiitte was in conmimiication with the 
leaders of the defence and was always well informed. 
Amongst other things I remember that on the 
afternoon of the 27th of October, he told us of the 
decisive battle to be fought on the following day, 
when the principal attack wonld be made on the 
suburb of Leopoldstadt, which lies on the other 
side of the Donau canal, and also just beyond the 
street where we dwelt. I have said already that 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE IDEA AND ITS HERO 103 

we lived in the Eothenthurm street quite near the 
bastion. The whole plan of attack had fallen into 
the hands of the besieged through the capture of 
a courier sent by Jellachich. Thus the most compre- 
hensive measures of defence had been taken. In 
Leopoldstadt General Bem in person was to take 
the command ; there also the so-called corps of the 
^lUe — ^amongst 'whose members Dr. Schiitte had 
the honour to be counted — ^fought under its Captain^ 
the brave Hauck. 

''An anxious night followed this announcement, 
and when the morning broke, it brought nothing to 
drive away the sense of oppression. A thick grey 
fog hung over the street when we looked out. We 
could hardly distinguish the roofs of the houses, and 
saw not an atom of sky. We had got up very early, 
and there we sat in the salon, my mother, my sister, 
and I, waiting to hear the first shot, but minute after 
minute passed and hour after hour, and still reigned 
the same hideous silence all round — ^that strange 
alarming stillness which forebodes a great catas- 
trophe. I have since in vain tried to explain to 
myself that imagined silence, for it was a mere 
hallucuiation. As a fact the cannon thundered from 
early in the morning all round in the suburbs, but 
not in Leopoldstadt which was nearest to us, and 
whence we expected to hear the first shot. The only 
possible explanation of this phenomenon is that all 
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our Bensee, and particularly the sense of hearing, 
were directed with an inconceivable intensiiy towards 
a single point. Oor whole mental activity concen- 
trated itself there with sach an absorbing force, that 
we paid no heed whatever to what was going on 
round about — thus one does not hear steps behind 
one or a noise at one's side, if one is standing listen- 
ing for an expected sound, and has all one's attention 
directed to a given quarter. To me at least it seems 
that I never before lived through a moment so utterly 
empty of impressions as those morning hours when 
we sat there, waiting. Everything seemed lifeless 
around me, and there was not a thought in my head ; 
I waited, only waited. In front of me sat my sister 
and my mother also perfectly motionless; we were 
like three mummies, for whom there is no life of the 
present. Then suddenly thundered the first cannon 
shot fix>m Leopoldstadt through the hateful stillness ; 
we started up as if struck by an electric shock, and 
it seemed as if from that minute we recovered power 
of speech. The hallucination, the dream, with its 
disabling agony was gone and reality seized us in its 
dutches. The infernal concert was quickly in 
progress. Salvoes sounded incessantiy, cannon 
thundered, window panes clattered. Sometimes a 
crackling was heard as if a thunderbolt had struck ; 
it was a bomb, shattering a house. Later in the day 
when the mists dissipated, small balloons were seen 
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hovering over the housetops in the clear blue air like 
birds scenting a corpse. When they disappeared 
smoke and flames often rose against the sky, and 
when the darkness fell, it looked as if every comer 
of the town were on fire. Over us glared the firma- 
ment like a red-hot bowl inverted over our heads by 
an infuriated deity. Alarm-bells rang, drums beat ; 
now and then hurried footsteps were heard taking 
their way through our forsaken street. Sometimes 
too, a dark procession glided softly along beside the 
walls of the houses, bearing some wounded man to 
his home in the town. 

" We dared not have any lights in the room where 
we sat. We did not know at what moment the 
Imperial troops might march into the town, and we 
feared that the pillaging hordes might be attracted 
by the light ; thus all the neighbouring houses were 
as dark as if the town were deserted. Towards seven 
o'clock the firing began to abate. Soon, only single 
shots were heard. Our excitement increased. 

'^ During the whole day we had not had the 
slightest information as to the course of the fighting. 
Dr. Schlitte had promised to come with news when 
the afternoon approached, but he delayed. We 
knew that he had been in the thick of the fight. 
Was he dead ? 

" As the hours passed it seemed to us more and 
more likely that he had fallen, and one deep sigh 
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after anoiher was heard ont of the darkness of the 
little room — ^the most ont-of-the-way in the house — 
to which we had retired. Soon I felt an arm steal 
round my waist; my sister laid her head on my 
breast and wept. Immediately afterwards a trem- 
bling hand stroked my hair ; my mother thought it 
was I who was weeping ; she wished to soothe me, 
but one warm drop after another fell in the darknetw 
down my cheeks ; I knew that they came from her 
own eyes. I myself did not shed a tear, but one 
shudder after another shook my frame ; it was almost 
as if fever ran through my yeins and my temples 
burnt. 

'' We felt as if in this stranger we had lost our 
last support and our one friend. So long as he was 
still among the number of the living, we felt that 
there was still hope. Of what ? The future was so 
dark that nobody exactly knew what was before him ; 
I think most people at that instant wished for nothing 
better than to escape with their lives out of the 
darkness, once more to find themselves in normal 
circumstances. It is strange how small other 
interests seem when the great interest — life itself — 
is at stake. 

** For some weeks back we had been almost entirely 
isolated. Dr. SchfLtte had been the only person who 
ever came near us, and now he too was gone. 

^' What the others felt I naturally do not know, 
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but for me the flower of life seemed to have withered 
from the moment that it became clear to me that he 
was no longer in existence. I could not weep, but 
an ice-cold, congealing despair overcame me and 
bound body and soul in fetters of iron. My heart 
felt dead, as if nevermore it could be moved either 
by gladness or sorrow. It was as if all the confidence 
and hopefulness of my nature had rested on an 
invisible support which had now given way. I had 
no desire either to live or to die ; I was indifferent 
to everything. 

^'Then all at once steps were heard on the staircase ; 
there was a ring at the entry door. We sat silent, 
hardly daring to draw breath for fear we should 
betray ourselves. Perhaps it was a plunderer, a 
precursor of Prince Windischgratz' army. Another 
ring followed. We heard a gentle footfall — ^was it 
one of the maids in her stocking-feet, creeping out 
into the lobby ? She stood still for a second, and 
listened with her ear against the door, then carefully 
opened it a little, and Dr. Schtitte's well-known voice 
was heard reassuringly : * A friend ! A friend ! ' 

" My mother and my sister hurried out and im- 
mediately the place was alive again. Lights were lit, 
fires crackled and I heard voices. I had fallen on 
my knees before a chair with my head resting on the 
seat, while a soft rain, like a spring shower, trickled 
down my cheeks. I felt my frozen senses thawing. 
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and between each paroxysm I pressed my idghily 
clasped hands against my heart and mnrmnred half 
alond to myself: 'God be praised! God be 
praised!' 

''It was a long time before I so far recovered the 
command of my limbs that I oonld rise and go ont 
to the others. At the table in our oonmion room sat 
my mother and my sister — ^and he. He was covered 
with powder, and blackened from head to foot, and 
his clothes hung round him in rags. 

''He described the defence at the Stemgasse 
barricade, and lauded Greneral Bem; the man had 
something of a real leader of men in him. He 
seemed to impart some of his own calm, his courage, 
his steadfastness, to the men he commanded, and 
this was a quality which no great general can dis- 
pense with. He must work by suggestion so that 
he is trusted implicitly, and blindly obeyed. In his 
own person Dr. SchtLtte had felt that he was under 
the influence of another and a stronger will, for 
though his reason told him that all resistance was in 
truth fruitless, he had in the heat of conflict been 
possessed by the illusion that a successful defence 
was possible. Whence had he derived his confidence ? 
Manifestly from General Bem's face to which he now 
and again raised his eyes searchingly, and from 
which he withdrew them inspired with courage and 
faith, for that face was like a symbol of dauntless- 
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ness, cMselled in granite. Erom the hour when 
Dr. Schiitte looked np and fonnd that oonntenance 
not in its place, he believed that the fight was over. 
General Bern was barely half an honr away from his 
post, but in that short interval such great changes 
had taken place, that the Stemgasse barricade was 
no longer tenable when he returned. The General 
was obliged to give an order for the surrender of 
the barricade. That the command was obeyed 
testifies to the man's authority, for hitherto the 
troops had held firm, and their ardour of battle was 
still far from slaked. Also the retreat over the 
Ferdinand bridge was accomplished in good order 
and the 4lite corps even drew with them some doinon 
into the inner town. Now Leopoldstadt was in the 
hands of the enemy, and they ravaged it like Turks ! 
The inflamed soldiery, eager for revenge, murdered 
blindly wherever they went, and plundered more 
unscrupulously than they would have done in an 
enemy's country. Still Dr. Schtitte did not believe 
that the same fate would befall the inner town. 
(He added this when he saw that we began to be 
uncomfortable.) Leopoldstadt had indeed been 
taken by storm. He had been able with great 
difficulty to save his papers. As towards six o'clock 
he passed through Jagerzeile he saw the flaming 
houses rush together in the perspective like two 
walls of fire. 
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"He hurried to headquarters to procure news. He 
heard that a deputation had been sent to Prince 
Windischgrfitz to negotiate about a capitulation and 
to try to obtain tolerably humane conditions. Dr. 
SchtLtte had no great expectations from these 
transactions. In conformity with the winged words 
of Prince Windischgratz, 'Mankind begins only 
with the Barons/ the Prince could guiltlessly hang 
all who had taken part in the defence of Vienna, 
with the exception possibly of Barons Fenneberg and 
du Beine. 

"We looked at him with wonder; he surely was 
joking ! We knew that he himself was one of those 
whose surrender Prince Windischgratz demanded of 
Vienna in the first place, and yet, he could sit there 
quietly — and say, smiling, that all was lost His 
calmness made a horrible impression on me. 

" The maid came and laid the cloth, and the Storm 
Bird ate with a good appetite all that was offered 
him. His appetite seemed on a level with his good 
spirits. But an hour after we finished our meal, 
when the conversation dropped for a moment, we 
saw his head sink down on his breast. He slept ! 
Under other circumstances such a breach of good 
manners and self-command would have seemed to 
us not at all proper, but now it appeared quite 
natural that he should go to sleep in our presence. 
We remembered that all his bodily and mental 
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powers must have been over-excited that day, 
strained to the nttermost, and the consequences 
seemed to us, so to speak, quite natural, as it also 
seemed natural that we should have a bed prepared 
for him in papa's room, which since his death had 
been unused. Thither Dr. Schtitte was carried by 
our servants who laid him down on the bed and 
pulled up the coverlet over him without waking 
him. 

*^ It was inexpressibly comforting to have him under 
our roof, that sleeping stranger. We felt as if we 
had again a protector, and at the same time as if 
we were quit of a nagging pain. Dr. Schtitte had 
lately come nearer to our hearts than we were 
aware of. My thoughts at least hovered round him 
constantly and I trembled at the fate which awaited 
him. Thus, with the consciousness that he was 
under our roof, I even slept better that night than 
on the preceding ones. We all slept the sleep of 
the just in the midst of the burning town and did 
not hear the shots which still hurtled, sometimes 
from the Biber bastion against the enemy's posts 
on the farther side of the Donau canal. 

" When we awoke next morning everything was 
quiet. Sabbath peace and Sabbath stillness reigned 
everywhere, and the calm had nothing terrifying in 
it ; on the contrary, it had an indescribably soothing 
ejffect on the mind. We dressed. The clock struck 
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nine. Erom papa's room where Dr. Schfttte slept, 
came not a sound. We looked smiling at the door, 
and crept jMist it on tiptoe. Even now, in the gay 
light of morning it seemed to ns altogether natural 
that he should be within there. Under other dr- 
cnmstanoes it would perhaps have been misnitable, 
and we should haye felt that it was so — but not 
now. One's conception of propriety changes with 
circumstances. 

'^ About eleven o'clock the doctor came forth and 
we greeted him with a cry of surprise. He was 
dad in our deceased father^s dressing-gown, which 
he had found in a wardrobe, and which fitted him 
extraordinarily welL Mamma insisted that there 
was a likeness between Dr. Schlitte and our sainted 
papa, and that it was this likeness which from the 
beginning attracted her towards him. We girls 
naturally could not see the resemblance ; we could 
not remember our father in his young days. 

''That the proxy was quite at home in papa's 
dressing-gown was in any case evident! He said 
'Gkx)d morning' without the slightest embarrassment. 
The happy smile played to-day again on his lips, 
and the small black moustachios were as elegantly 
up-turned as usual He had clearly forgotten that 
he was an outlawed man as soon as Prince Windisch- 
gratB should make his entiy into the town, and we 
had no idea at what moment that would happen. 
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He evidently did not think about it. He described 
with much humour his feelings on awaking, and 
how he had pondered over the problem as to where 
on earth he was. He remembered that he had been 
with us, but could not recollect leaving us or where 
he went. Then he remembered very clearly that he 
had in vain sought a shelter in several places before 
he came to us. It might therefore look as if the 
falling asleep were a farce, or a deep-laid plan, he 
added, smiling a little, for if this fortunate chance 
had not intervened, he did not know how he would 
have secured a roof over his head. We bade him 
keep papa's room, where he seemed to be so much at 
home, and he thanked us, smiling. 

" After we had breakfasted, he wanted to go out to 
gather news, but then he did not quite like to walk 
through the Vienna streets clad in a dressing-gown. 
* Anarchy has not gone quite so far as that,' and not 
much better did he like to put on his ragged and 
powder-stained finery of yesterday. We must look 
out for him one of papa's old suits. It fitted him 
excellently, and he went downstairs singing, with his 
hat on one side. 

"When he came back he brought the announce- 
ment that the capitulation of Vienna was decided 
on. He had himself been present at a meeting of 
the trusted leaders of the different corps. Strong 
language and invective had not been wanting at 

H 
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Uiis meeting. The Vienna Commander-in-Chief, 
Mesaenhaner, a good soldier and a good man, but 
a bad oflScer and a poor author, had been told that 
he was a cowardly wretch and a traitor, bnt the 
result of the voting, in spite of the general bitter 
feeling, was that the struggle could not be continued. 
And now already at the comers of the houses, here 
and everywhere, were to be seen placards notifying 
the concluded capitulation, and — considering that it 
was a time of the utmost danger — ^a veiy undiplomatic 
confession that there was no more ammunition than 
would suffice for the general defence for four hours 
at the outside. These placards had aroused a storm 
of discontent, for a great number of people had been 
driven to the very borders of despair and would not 
hear a word about laying down arms. The matter 
especially concerned the soldiers of those regiments 
which had gone over to the people. They knew that 
they had no mercy to expect, and they mutually 
bound themselves by an oath to shoot one another as 
soon as the town capitulated. Dr. Schiitte himself 
had made a public declaration that at the first 
summons he would present himself before the proper 
tribunal, and this statement, the deputies chosen to 
cany on the negotiations with Prince Windischgratz 
were to make known to his Highnes& We tried to 
persuade our doctor to break this resolution, but he 
would not even engage in a discussion on the subject. 
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'' We spent the afternoon in the pleasantest frame 
of mind in spite of everything. He had a wonderful 
power of driving away all gloomy thoughts for the 
moment. He bore us far away from the anxious 
present, and from our beleaguered town. He spoke 
of his travels in the East, and held our interest by 
the changing pictures he displayed before us. I 
dreamt that night stories out of ' The Thousand and 
One Nights.' 

" When we woke in the morning. Dr. Schiltte had 
already gone out, but at ten o'clock he returned still 
wearing papa's walking suit He was then much 
excited, and, contrary to his wont, could not entirely 
control his feelings. The old report, so often repeated 
and as often contradicted by facts, that the Hungarians 
were approaching, was now again making the round 
of the town. For his own part. Dr. Schtitte thought 
that it was as usual only the outcome of a mistaken 
confidence, but in his heart and soul he assuredly 
cherished a secret hope, though he cloaked it under 
the remark that the capitulation was in deed already 
signed. Meanwhile, new placards urging the renewal 
of the contest had been pasted upon the comers of 
the houses. The warlike party had again prevailed 
inside the walls of the town. 

"The doctor wished to go out. We asked him 
whither, and he told us that he was on his way to 
St. Stephen's Tower ; he had only in passing hurried 
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in to giye us the news he had learnt. The 
Director of the Observatory in St. Stephen's Tower 
had ahready begun to pack up, since any idea of 
further resistance had been given np. Now he had 
suddenly set to his business again. He was going 
to find ont by means of the telescope if there were 
any trnth in the newly disseminated report of the 
speedy arrival of the Hungarians. 

" I asked Dr. Schfitte if I might go with him. I 
hardly understand how I gathered courage to put the 
question, but I found it impossible to stay at home, 
for I was tormented by incessant anxiety when he 
was away. Besides, for many weeks I had not been 
out of doors, and I fancied that it was the confine- 
ment which made me nervous. He hesitated at first 
and cast a questioning glance at my mother, but 
there was really no danger now during the enforced 
suspension of arms ; all was quiet and peaceful, and 
St, Stephen's Church was no farther o£E than the 
end of the street in which we lived. I saw a 
thousand arguments in favour of the plan, and at 
last I succeeded in overpowering all hesitation. In 
a strangely solemn mood I walked at his side through 
the deserted Bothenthurm street ; at Lugeck it became 
somewhat more lively, and in the direction of the 
cathedral there were plenty of people. A division 
of the HUe corps guarded the approach to the Tower, 
but after some parleying, which evidently concerned 
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me, we were allowed to pass. We ascended an 
infinity of steps and at last reached the Observatory, 
which was in the same part of the Tower as the bells. 
Through its apertures telescopes were poiuted in all 
directions, and at each telescope stood a lookout on 
duty. Adjoining the Observatory, in the house of 
the Tower-keeper, the Chancery was installed. Here 
were drawn up reports of what was taking place ; 
just as we passed the room we saw one of these 
little bulletins placed in its metal case, afterwards 
to be sent down to the guard through a great tin 
tube. 

" But still we had not reached the place of out- 
look. We stepped out on the scaflTold which sur- 
rounded the Tower spire, climbed up some steps, 
and at last reached the little elevated platform. 
Breathless, with a beating heart, I placed myself 
against the balustrade, and let my eyes wander 
out over the town with its towers and roofs shut 
in by an iron band of walls and bastions. Beyond 
stretched the suburbs in every direction out into 
the grey mist which bounded the horizon. 

" In that mist it was useless to try to make any 
observations with the naked eye. Thus my interest 
was soon much more engrossed with the persons 
present than with the view. Dr. Schfltte mentioned 
their names — names then on all lips. There sat 
Vienna's Commander-in-Chief, unstrung and tired, 
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with a telescope at Us eye. His face was pale and 
melancholy, and when the telescope was lowered, 
one saw a pair of dark eyes with a dreamy and 
soft expression* At his side was a man with a 
nnlrcracker countenance. I saw it in profile with 
its deep-set grey eyes and fiat nose; it was snr^ 
roonded by matted light-red hair and beard, and 
the head rose directly from a pair of broad 
shoulders ; it belonged to the deputation from the 
Frankfort Parliament — Bobert Blnnu Those two 
whom I saw there side by side were the two first 
victims of Prince Windischgrfitz' terrorism. Close 
beside them stood the President of the Austrian 
Reichstag, Smolka; I recollect a fine manly face 
with an abundant and weU-cared-for beard. He 
was in conyersation with a man whose back was 
turned to us, and who, according to what Dr. 
SchtLtte told me, was an author, named Auerbach. 
Many other notabilities were up there; the atten- 
tion of all was directed eastward, and the telescopes 
were pointed towards the same quarter. Unfortu- 
nately one could see very little through the haze, 
but it seemed dear that fighting was going on at 
Ebersdorf . It was impossible to form any opinion 
about its progress. This, Messenhauer had lately 
notified to the crowds swarming noisily down below 
in St. Stephen's Palace, and in reply a scream of 
joy had been sent up. 
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"Here the excitement was rising. One believes 
easily what one ardently desires, and the hopes of 
all seemed to cling spasmodically to that last pros- 
pect of salvation for the besieged city. Help would 
come from the Hungarians ! And very soon there 
was no division of opinion that the approaching 
soldiers were Magyars, and that they were nearing 
the town as victors. There were visions already 
of the besieging army, torn asunder in wild flight, 
flung against the walls of Vienna — ^then it would 
become the duty of the beleaguered to break the 
terms of capitulation and come to the help of their 
friends in a sortie, Down there in the town, lately 
quiet, the drums soon beat again, announcing fresh 
fighting, and soon shots were heard from the S5dra 
Station, where apparently a hand-to-hand encounter 
was going on. Far beyond the town to the east, 
there were constant flashes through the fog, and one 
heard the cannon rumble like distant thunder, pass- 
ing away towards Inzersdorf. 

"But soon no more flashes were visible, the sound 
of cannon became more and more distant, and 
finally the late glad expectations of those present 
sunk to zero. Everybody felt low and oppressed. 
People spoke less loudly than before — ^they almost 
whispered. It was evident that the Magyars had 
been beaten, and that Vienna's last hope had gone 
the way of its predecessors. One after another of 
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those present shut up his telescope and clambered, 
olent and discoaraged, down the stairs ; soon there 
were only three persons beside Dr. Schfitte and 
myself on the platform — Messenhaner, Anerbach, 
and the Member of the Austrian Reichstag, Dr. 
Goldmark. 

" ' It was too late ! ' said Auerbach to Messen- 
hauer, who sat languidly leaning against one of the 
wooden supports of the parapet, with his extended 
telescope still in his hand. He did not answer, 
only nodded, gloomy and thoughtful. Of what was 
he thinking? I remember still the expression in 
his eyes, and I am certain that his thoughts were 
far away from all the horrors of the strife. Just 
as little did he think of death; for that his look 
was not grave enough. No, he was doubtless pon- 
dering over the future of the child of his heart, 
over that little Labour drama, * Grold weighs Heavy,' 
which he had finished during the summer and quite 
lately, thanks to being the Commander-in-Chief of 
Vienna, had succeeded in getting printed. He had 
just a few days before read the last proofs, sitting 
quite calmly in his headquarters in Belvedere, while 
the cannon of Windischgratz thundered against 
Vienna. Her Commander-in-Chief did not hear 
the shots. He was dreaming of victories on quite 
a different field. He saw in imagination the thin 
little sheets fly forth over the whole of Germany, 
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and strike down into all the theatres like seed from 
which should spring blossoms which in the fnture 
would do honour to his name. And when the 
special messengers from headquarters nightly 
galloped through the streets of Vienna, nobody 
guessed that the despatches they brought were 
only the proofs of the drama, * Gold weighs Heavy/ 
All these reflections naturally belong to a later 
date ; as often as I think of the expression of his 
face, they pass through my mind. 

"When the cannon suddenly began to rumble 
«kfresh, that dreamy expression never once left the 
eyes of the Commander-in-Chief, and he did not 
rise from his place. Prince WindischgrStz answered 
the breaking of the terms of capitulation by bom- 
barding the suburbs, from which shots had been 
fired at his troops. Now a man rushed up the 
steps. He was pale and breathless; it was some 
minutes before he could bring out a word. When 
at last he could speak he delivered to the Com- 
mander-in-Chief a petition that he would give 
orders for a general resumption of fighting. 
Messenhauer refused. Prom the crowds in St. 
Stephen's Place, floated up to the Tower an omin- 
ous sound — one could hear a cry and distinguish 
the last word, 'Traitor!' A new emissary came 
tearing up the steps, and handed to the General a 
written sheet. Messenhauer nodded sadly, showed 
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it to Anertnch and Goldmarky and bade them both 
say what they thonght of the matter. 

"'There ia no poesibilily of resistance, and the 
folk down there cannot depose Vienna's Commander- 
in-Chief, chosen by the oonstitational Beichsliag 
of Austria^' replied Dr. Ckddmark. Mesaenhaner 
borrowed a lead pencil from Auerboch, and wrote 
some words on the bock of the sheet of paper, 
which apparently contained a formal demand that 
he should resign. The darkness became denser and 
denser, thicker and thicker grew the fog, while the 
Commander-in-Chief, who thonght himflelf a poet, 
conversed with Anerbach, who vxzs a poet, about 
plans for new dramatic works. 

'' Wearied ont with excitement, and from having 
stood so long, I had seated myself on a wooden 
trestle, with my knees leaning on the barrier. 

*• ' Come, let ns go ! ' I heard Dr. Schiitte say. 

" He took my hand and held it firmly in his while 
we cautiously climbed down the steps. When we 
readied the Tower he let it go, and though he went 
before me down the stairs, and though I heard his 
tread out of the darkness, I felt less safe directly he 
no longer held my hand. In front of the church 
crowds of madly infuriated representatives of the 
lowest class of the people were makiTig a great 
commotion, but nobody said a word to us. The 
Bothenthurm street was dark and empty; we met 
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not a creature on our homeward way, and not a light 
shone from a single window. 

" I do not remember the cause ; perhaps I did not 
know it even then ; perhaps it was the solitude all 
around us which alarmed me, and possibly also the 
imwonted tumult in my own breast ; but all at once 
I stood still in the middle of the street, hid my face 
in my hands and broke out into weeping. 

'^ It lasted for some time ; he stood silent at my 
side. I tried to battle with it, and to ignore the 
flood of tears with a joke, but notwiths€toding all 
the heroic efiTorts of my will, I was seized with a new 
paroxysm, and convulsed by a fresh attack of spas- 
modic weeping. Then I felt him very gently draw 
my left hand away from my face and put it under 
his arm. I leant hard on that arm and mechanically 
obeying his will I began to go forward again. I 
speedily became calmer. It seemed as if strength 
came to me through the hand with which he held 
mine fast, as if to prevent me from falling. 

" * Poor child ! ' he said, when the tears stopped ; 
*'' poor child!' 

" I do not know what it was in his tone that made 
the words touch me. They were only two very 
ordinary words. But there was something in his 
voice — something which commanded a sudden, in- 
stinctive conviction that he who walked at my side 
was a good and noble man. It took possession of 
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me as powerfully as a religions reyelatioii. I ooiild 
have fallen on my knees at his feet as if he had been 
a god. It was yonthfolness, romance, folly — what- 
ever yon like. Bnt the impression remains to this 
day, and nothing since has been able to shake my 
confidence that he was a good man. There are 
situations in life when the mask falls from the most 
accustomed actor, and at snch moments a man's trae 
character comes out — ^it needs bnt a little observation 
to understand it. I have in later years often been 
able to verify the opinion I formed under such 
circumstances^ and I have come to the conclusion 
that it is almost never wrong, any more than one's 
first instinctive impression of a man. But it was 
not a mere perception of his goodness — ^there was 
also something else. like a great warm billow it 
mounted constantly higher and higher within me; 
it seemed to lift me, my every-day self— if I may so 
express it — far beyond the ordinary limits of earthly 
life ; I felt as if all the common mundane abstract 
conceptions of the future, happiness and the like, 
had ceased to exist in the higher sphere to which I 
in my exaltation imagined myself elevated. Yes, I 
do not know why I began to speak of it, but after I 
had done so I was obliged to try to express myseK 
clearly enough for you to comprehend ma Recollect 
first and foremost what a child I was. I was just 
at that age when the emotional nature has premoni- 
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tions which the undeveloped reason cannot explain. 
One gropes in the gloom ; one trusts oneself blindly 
to impulse and instinct. Eemember, too, that he 
was dear to me, the man round whom my aspiring 
soul's young affections twined themselves. And, 
further, he was to me the incarnation of all that I 
adored and valued, a representative of that religion 
to which I clung with all the ardour of which my 
soul was capable — that religion which found its 
sublime expression in the three words, freedom, 
equality, brotherhood. I did not suspect then that 
the words were but empty sound, and that my 
imagination worshipped in these words something 
self-created, something which was the outcome of 
my own heart, a dream, a poem, the child of my 
own longing to see the earth a Paradise peopled only 
by happy human beings. It was a chimera without 
roots in the soil of reality, and so was my youthful 
love for the man who was the apostle of my religion. 
But a romantic child feels differently from an old 
and thoughtful woman, and you understand ; if any- 
body had told me then that the sacrifice of my life 
could win the holy cause of freedom, I would have 
given it without hesitation, possessed by that blessed 
ecstasy which, as I imagine, the holy martys felt 
when they gave their lives for their faith, and it is 
very likely that if he had stretched out his hand and 
claimed my future or myself to gratify the caprice 
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o£ a moment, I wonld have sacrificed eyerything 
wiUiOTit an instant's hesitation. And I believe that 
my eyes, the whole expression of my enraptored 
face, told him this so plainly that he mnst haye been 
blind not to understand it." 

She sat silent awhile as if sank in thonght. Then 
she continued, and the tone of her voice was perhaps 
a shade warmer than before. 

" He was not blind, he was good. I shall always 
be his debtor for the words he then said to me. I 
cannot repeat them, and indeed all that he said was 
indefinite, but I saw that he understood me and 
wished me well, and I listened to him with boundless 
reverence. He did all he could to inspire me with 
courage and confidence. Without saying so directly 
— in that case I should perhaps have felt shy, and 
withdrawn into my shell — ^he made clear to me in 
the most delicate way in the world that he could be 
nothing to me. He was an adventurer, a wild bird, 
a man who must fall with the cause to which he had 
dedicated his life. It was no more than right that 
he should be buried in the ruins of the castle in the 
air which he had helped to build, and which had 
been so badly constructed. He had staked his life 
on an unlucky card, and when the game was up, he 
must pay for it. For him there was no other course 
open but to take the consequences of his deeds and 
bear them without complaining. 
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" ' But for you notliing is lost. Do you really think 
I should allow you, now at the last moment, to stake 
anything on my unlucky card ? Oh no, child ! For 
you, life still lies open. Do not credit your overflow 
of passion when it tells you, as it will tell you, that 
everything your heart loved' is buried under the 
ruins of that castle in the air, which was the first 
dream of your young fancy. You do not guess what 
great resources life has, and what a store of full 
and deep happiness it yet has in keeping for you. 
I know that now it seems incredible to you, but 
many years hence you will remember what I have 
said to you to-day, and then you will smile and 
think that I wished you well, and that I was a 
prophet who foresaw truly.' 

'^SLis words were something like this. He was 
right, a thousand times right ! But I did not know 
it then, naturally ! My whole soul was bleeding in 
sympathy with this man who walked there at my 
side and spoke soothing words, while he himself 
was an outlaw over whose head the sword already 
hung threatening. I forgot my own pain ; all my 
thoughts and all my feelings gathered in that moment 
round him, exclusively round him, and so it was 
granted to me to save his life, and to give it to him 
in exchange for my future which he had saved. 

''I do not remember all that I said to him, but I 
know that I besieged him with entreaties. I cer- 
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tainly put into tHose prayers all the warmth and all 
the energy of which my nature was capabla 

** First, I said to him that he must not folfil his 
resolve of his own accord to surrender himself into 
the hands of the victors. I repeated all that he had 
just said to me about the rich resources of life. He 
shook his head and smiled in a melancholy way. 
We drew near our house. Then again I stood still 
in the middle of the street, placed myself just in 
front of him, with my hands on his shoulders, looked 
into his eyes and pleaded. I am sure that I put into 
my entreaties all the ardour and all the force I had 
at my command. I have heard since that a human 
being can influence the resolution of another, by 
sheer strength of wUl, and I believe that something 
of that kind now took place between us. He sought 
to turn his eyes away, but I would not let them 
escape me. I saw that he could not refuse me so 
long as I thus looked at him, and at last I actually 
wrung from him a promise that he would try to flee. 
He gave it smiling, but I knew that he would keep 
it. As we went up the staircase, it seemed to me 
too that his mood gradually altered, that he was 
quickly becoming familiar with the idea of flight, and 
finding more and more pleasure in it. It had never 
occurred to him before I pointed out the way, and 
perhaps also gave him something of my childlike 
confidence. He had an inclination towards romantic 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE IDEA AND ITS HERO 129^ 

adyentnres, and now I had shown him one he had not 
before thought of. 

" My mother and my sister had been uncomfortable 
at our long absencje, but when we walked into the 
sitting-room, the joy was so great that I escaped all 
explanations. Explanations were seldom made at 
that time. It was as if the general anarchy extended 
even to family life, and when I think what liberties 
we children allowed ourselves towards our mother, it 
arouses my wonder even now. 

"The day after, October 31st, the town was to be 
garrisoned by the troops of Prince WindischgrStz. 
Dr. Schiitte had gone out early, and the morning 
passed without our hearing anything of him. At 
three in the afternoon the cannon began sudd^ily to 
thunder. His Highness was using bombs, and the 
bombs followed fast on one another all over the inner 
town. The alarm bells rang. For a time it seemed 
as if once more we were in the midst of battle. It 
began to grow dusk ; still the cannon roared, and the 
heavens glowed with the reflection of the burning 
houses. At half-past five there was sUence, and an 
hour later the Storm Bird sought his nest in our 
home. During the days that followed he nevei 
left it. 

'^ Those were sad days. The Bed Beaction had 
found its way into Vienna, and it produced a general 
sense of insecurity, a general terror, a general 
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cowardice. One felt all this in the air around. So, 
after a violent change of temperature, the germs of 
all kinds of illness are abroad in the air. One crisis 
of political extremity had snoceeded another, and the 
condition of things afterwards, before an eqnilibrium 
conld be established, was not less alarming than its 
direct oppofiito. Militaiy anarchy in regard to license 
rivalled the anarchy of the mob. The terrorism was 
extreme, and the general safely seemed to ns to be 
dangeronsly threatened. Besides this, there was 
universal bewilderment ; one did not know whether 
to go out or to stay at home; one conld not dis- 
tinguish between right and wrong; on the one hand 
stood Prince WindischgrStE with the anthorily of a 
dictator and a great army at his back ; on the other 
hand was the constitutional Reichstag, and the con- 
stitntional ministry, both notably reduced in numbers 
— the ministry to one man, the Finance Minister, bnt 
both he and the Beichsfcag had still their fonctions, 
and evjBn Prince WindischgrStz indirectly felt their 
power in so far as he required for his army the money 
which the Finance Minister asked for and the Reich- 
stag granted. But that did not hinder the Prince 
Cram bombarding the town where the Beichstog was 
still assembled. The Finance Minister and the 
Reichstag had assented to measures affecting both 
the besiegers and the defenders of ^enna ; both the 
contending parties were thus in a way authorised, 
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but which of the two had the law-making power ? 
Theoretically the question was disputable, but in 
practice it was generally answered by submission to 
the conquerors. Meanwhile, confusion of mind pro- 
duced general demoralisation. Cringing to the victors 
assumed the most disgusting forms, and spies were 
soon found in every house. We were, of course, 
amongst those suspected of liberal sympathies, and 
as a natural consequence had to fear the worst. Add 
to this that the everywhere-sought-for Dr. Schtitte 
was hidden in our house ; we had resolved not to 
leave him in the lurch, after we had once persuaded 
him not to give himself up. After the town was 
occupied by the troops of Prince Windischgratz, the 
Storm Bird had cautiously remained indoors, and we 
could trust our servants unreservedly — but was that 
sufficient ? If he were discovered, the position would 
not be much more pleasant for us than for him ; the 
Dictator's proclamations were explicit enough ; and 
the severest punishment awaited every one who by 
counsel or deed, helped any of the proscribed to avoid 
the vengeance of the executioner. That vengeance 
was not to be played with. On the 9th of November 
Robert Blum was shot, without any regard to his 
privileged position as the representative of the 
Frankfort Parliament, and on the 14th of the same 
month, Messenhauer was struck down by the same 
fate. That man had saved the Imperial city from 
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beiiig plundered by tike proletariat; he had prevented 
the transfer of the Imperial funds and the Imperial 
jewels to Presbnrg, and he had, in reliance on the 
goodness of his case, deliyered himself into the hands 
of the executioner. He was condemned to death. 
A deputation from the Austrian Beichstag was sent 
to the Emperor and would undoubtedly have procured 
his pardon, but Prince Windischgratz hurried on the 
execution, and when the members of the Reichstag 
had an audience of the Emperor, it was too late. It 
was evident that Schfitte would not escape a similar 
fate. 

" For the present, however, he was safe. My mother 
had re-established relations with several of my dead 
father^s comrades. She hoped thus to be able to 
employ them in finding means for the carrying out 
of Dr. SchHtte's plan to escape from Vienna. He 
maintained that the boldest plan was the best, and 
wished to go openly by rail. We soon heard that 
eveiy outgoing train was dosely inspected ; if a man 
wanted to travel he must be in possession of a special 
ministerial permit, a kind of passport, running in 
the holder^s name. Such a document issued to 
< Miiller, official in the ministerial service,' my mother 
succeeded in getting for him, and now Dr. Schutte 
had only to overcome the difficulty of leaving our 
house, unnoticed and unmolested. Meanwhile, obser- 
vation gave us reason to believe that our house was 
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watched, and this proved true on the very day after 
my mother returned home ydth the passport. 
Suddenly we saw an unusual commotion in the 
street outside the house where we lived. A police 
patrol appeared, and evidently a house visitation 
was in prospect. What was to be done ? 

'* There was no time for much deliberation. In our 
sitting-room was an old-fashioned sofa, whose stuffed 
top lifted up ; underneath was a space large enough 
to hold a man, stretched out in a not very uncom- 
fortable attitude. In a moment the top was raised. 
All Dr. Schiitte's garments were thrown hastily in ; 
on them he took his place, his elegant walking-stick 
at his side, and the lid was shut down over him ; it 
was all the work of a few seconds. And now not a 
trace was to be seen of the presence of any suspicious 
male individual in our peaceful home. On the sofa 
my mother seated herself, quite at ease, with the 
stocking she was knittiug in her hand, and on the 
chairs round the sofa-table, sat my sister and I, each 
apparently busily occupied with her needlework. It 
was the most peaceful family idyll which ever pre- 
sented itself to the eyes of a prying policeman. I 
looked at the faces of my mother and sister and was 
filled with wonder at woman^s power of dissimulation. 
There was no sign of disquietude ; every feature was 
marked by the restful calm of a good conscience. I 
felt that it entirely depended on my own presence of 
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mind whether or not Dr. SchHtte oonld be Bayed. I 
took ont a little mirror, looked at my face in it and 
smiled at my own image, quite contented. 

"The lobby bell rang ; then there was an interval 
of several seconds before the door was opened ; the 
hammering of an impatient policeman's knuckles 
was heard on the outer door, and the well-known 
words, 'Open, in the name of the Law!' reached our 



"The doorwas opened and the policeman marched 
in. We heard the police commissary begin a pre- 
liminary examination of the servants, who solemnly 
denied that any stranger was in our house. Then 
he wished to speak to the lady herself. My mother 
rose to receive him and he entered. The others 
remained standing in the lobby. I heard one of 
them open the wardrobe and fumble about in it. 

** The police commissary was, contrary to our ex- 
pectations, a courteous man. He begged pardon for 
this intrusion, he said, but he must follow out his 
instructions, and do his duty. Information had 
reached the police-office that the rebel. Dr. Schiitte, 
who was being looked for everywhere, would be 
found hidden in this housa There was no doubt 
that the information was trustworthy, and he there- 
fore put it to the honourable lady whether it would 
not be wisest immediately to indicate the place 
where the aforesaid Dr. Schfitte was concealed, for 
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otherwise an inspection of the house must at once 
take place. My mother replied that Dr. Schtltte 
certainly sometimes visited oar family, but that 
now, unfortunately, it was a long time since she had 
seen the amiable young man ; for this reason she 
regretted that she could not be of any service in 
regard to the desired information. 

"The policeman looked meditative. Apparently 
occupied with my work, I observed the play of his 
countenance. It was plam that he was preparing 
himself for crafty speech. 

** *I have no ground for doubting your ladyship's 
assertion/ he spoke approximately thus — * especially 
as I suppose that the orders of his Highness, Prince 
WindischgrStz, regarding those who shelter or con- 
ceal or in any manner support political delinquents, 
is well known to your ladyship. His Highness has 
indeed been pleased to command that all who in this 
way become the accomplices of offenders should 
be subjected to the severest punishment. And, of 
course, it would be very foolish for any individual to 
stake her whole weal or woe, to say nothing of that 
of her children ' — ^he looked at us — * to attempt to 
hide what the searching of the house must infallibly 
bring to light. Thus I in no wise suspect your 
ladyship of such stupidity, but as my instruc- 
tions are definite, I must at once order my people 
to begin the search. I beg, however, to be per- 
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mitted bef oirehaiid to put some qaestiona to your 
ladyship ! ' 

"This long harangne was delivered with much 
dignityi and seemed intended in the first place to 
mark the speaker as a man of good breeding, who 
wonld not be guilty of such rudeness as was only too 
common under lyiiwilAr circumstances, but who was 
on the other hand penetrated with a desire to do hia 
duty and not to be deterred by any hindrances in 
fulfilling it. When my mother by a silent motdoa 
of the head signified her willingness to answer all 
questions, he began : 

^^'Can your ladyship tell me accurately the last 
time the mucfansought^for Dr. SchtLtte was seen in 
this house ? ' 

<< My mother looked as if she were striving to coerce 
her memory — 

'^'I think it was one day in the beginning of 
October, before these disturbances had broken out, 
but,' she turned to us — * perhaps one of you can recol- 
lect the day?' 

'^ * It was the 3rd of October, I am sure,' I said 
timidly, reddening at the unconscientious fashion in 
which I lied. 

*^ ^ Hm ! ' coughed the policeman suspiciously. ' We 
had better begin the search. According to the 
advices which have come to hand, the aforementioned 
SchHtte was seen here very often during the month 
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of October, and dnriiig the siege he came here daily. 
The last time he showed himself was on the after- 
noon of the day the troops of his Highness, Prince 
Windischgratz, marched into the town. Since then 
he has not been visible — since he entered this house. 
What does your ladyship reply to that ? ' 

" ^ Nothing. If it is so, it is at least quite unknown 
to me!* 

" The rest of the examination I remember very 
indistinctly. My thoughts were perpetually with the 
prisoner, under the lid of the sofa, and if the police- 
man had been something of a thought reader, Dr. 
Schiitte would inevitably have been lost. I thought 
of him lying there and listening to the policeman's 
studiously polite and yet cunning questions, and of 
how he would smile at them. And while my 
thoughts were with him I heard indistinctly and 
dully, as if I were myself under cover, that well-bred 
policeman put before my mother as * the widow of an 
official of the Eoyal Chancery,* the danger of trying 
to mislead the authorities ; I heard my mother thank 
him for his timely warning, and for the humanity 
-with which through the whole business he had done 
his duty. 

" Meanwhile the inspection of the house was going 
on, and it was a thorough one. We sat still in our 
places, after my mother had handed over to the 
maids the task of conducting the unbidden guests, 



Digitized by 



Google 



ijS THE STORM BIRD 

and giving ihem aooess everywhere. Two liours 
passed — ^it seemed an eternity — ^we heard them 
inoeaaantly tramping round the rooms and pnlling 
ahont the fomitore. Not a single nook, not a cup- 
board escaped their searching glances, and their 
investigations included even the garrets. The 
sitting-room where we sat had hitherto been left out 
of the reckoning. Now, the policeman who had led 
the search appeared, and announced in a depressed 
tone, that nnfortnnatelyhe had been forced to return 
without aooompUshing his business. My heart 
began to dance with joy in my breast — suddenly it 
stood quite still. I saw that the policeman's eyes were 
wandering all round the room, and I was oonsdons 
that they were fastened with a peculiar expression on 
the sofa where my mother sat. 

''Then — ^he did actually advance towards my 
mother's seat. I felt that I was growing white — 
my cheeks were cold, and in my anguish drops of 
perspiration trickled from my brow. 

^' ' It is only a formality,' he said soothingly, 'but 
nevertheless I must see.' 

" In the comer of the wall against which the sofa 
stood was a brick oven, with so large a hatch that if 
a man were very slight, he might possibly squeeze 
his body through. The police commissary went to 
the oven, opened it and looked up the chimney. 
Thus he was standing not more than two paces firom 
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the place where Dr. Schtitte was, and I think if he 
had listened, he could have heard the prisoner's 
breathing, 

"Yet once more the policeman's eyes travelled 
attentively round the salon, but apparently he had 
no really serious misgivings as to the room in which 
we ourselves were. He took his leave at last and 
departed. 

'^ We sat breathless and silent for a long time after 
the policeman's steps had died away on the staircase. 
One of the maids came creeping in in her stocking- 
feet. She told us in a whisper that she had heard 
the commissary say to one of his subordinates: 
'Stand at the house door for the present. We 
shall probably have orders to make a further 
search ! ' 

"I got up, went to the window and looked out 
into the street. There below, outside our door, a 
policeman was dutifully walking backwards and 
forwards. 

"Dr. Schtitte must be released from his prison. 
The passage door was shut and some respite would in 
any case be granted us before a new investigation 
could be made. We placed ourselves at the window, 
my mother, my sister and I. We did not dare to 
let down the Venetian blinds; that would have 
awakened distrust; on the other hand we must 
prevent any inquisitive people at the windows of the 
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opposite house from disooyering wliat was going on. 
For this reason we nsed onr bodies as a living screen, 
while behind ns, the servants lifted np the top of the 
sofa and freed Dr. SchtLtte, who hastily slipped into 
one of the inner rooms; on this my mother and I 
withdrew from the window to go and confer with our 
refngee. My sisfcer remained standing as a look- 
out. 

" Dr. SchtLtte seemed to be in good spirits in spite 
of his long seclusion. He was aknost lively. His 
excitement abont what was before him was evidently 
so great that he forgot the danger. He stood there 
facing ns with brilliant eyes and laughed like a 
merry boy, planning a trick. His assurance was 
infectious. 

" The point was to act quickly and boldly, a prin- 
ciple he always advocated in words, and certainly 
also applied in deed& It was impossible to run the 
risk of a fresh police visitation; it could hardly 
end as happily as the one just concluded. 'The 
lady of the house cannot remain seated on the sofa 
like a motionless block of stone, and as soon as she 
moves, there is an end of safety.' He could not 
again expose his friends to the danger they had 
lately escaped. Out of the house he must go. U 
he could only accomplish that, he hoped afterwards 
to be able to travel unmolested, thanks to the 
permit my mother had procured for him. 
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" He meditated for some mmutes and looked down 
at the garden which oommnnicated by a little gate 
with the neighbouring garden; this belonged to 
the comer honse and had two outlets leading into 
different streets. Evidently this suggested an idea 
to him ; he took his hat and prepared to go, but 
all at once checked himself, and the expression of 
his face changed as his glance in turn sought my 
mother and me. On me it rested longest, I think, 
and his eyes filled with tears. * Farewell,' he said, 
and his voice, ordinarily so soft and pleasant, became 
hoarse with emotion. ' Should we never see one 

another again, let me thank — ^most heartily .' 

He seemed suddenly to remember that the time was 
ill chosen for a display of feeling; he hastily turned 
away, and was gone. We heard the door of the 
passage slam ; and saw him cross the garden at his 
ease and unimpeded, swingiog his little cane. Then 
he vanished through the little gate into the next 
garden. 

*^ I felt as if turned to stone ; I held my breath 
and listened ; at the other window stood my mother 
also listening breathlessly, motionless, with strained 
nerves. I know not how long we thus stood; at 
some moments it seems to me as if the standard by 
which time is generally measured no longer avails, 
and one loses then every means of reckoning. We 
saw Dr. Schiltte return the same way that he had 
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gone and he seemed to be still nninterf ered with, 
thongh this time he had a little burden to carry — 
what he bore in his arms was more like a bundle of 
rags than anything else. He looked up at onr 
window and we understood; he found our lobby 
door open ; but after him it was shut. 

<<Time was valuable. Quite involuntarily our 
curiosity expressed itself in short, breathless ques- 
tions which were answered as curtly and barely. 

' ' ' What have you there ? ' 

" * A Croat uniform ! ' 

** * How did you come by it ? ' 

** He smiled. 

<<< Honestly. Bought it in the street from the 
first Croat whom I met.' 

« As he went towards his room to make his toilet 
as one of Ban Jellachich's soldiers, he continued 
smiling: — 

" < They are reasonable folk, these Croats. There 
isn't one of them who would not be ready to sell his 
soul for a few silver pieces.' 

" Five minutes later the spruce Dr. Schiltte stood 
before us with a face covered with ashes and coal 
dust, dirty hands, and hair dusty and rumpled. 
The moustaches once so elegant hung now, full of 
ashes, right down over his mouth, but when he 
opened that mouth to smile at himself and his 
Croat costume, his teeth shone with a very un-Croat 
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like whiteness. ' One doesn't look quite clean/ he 
said, ' if one wants to be taken for one of Jellachich's 
soldiers.' * That you don't quite manage,' answered 
my mother, 'but do be serious or your teeth will 
betray you.' 

** Once more we saw him go across the gardens and, 
dressed in the Croat's garments, disappear through 
the little back gate. Again we stood long by the 
window, listening. But soon I felt as if a stone 
had fallen from my heart and I drew a deep sigh of 
relief. We began to tidy the room where he had 
dressed; my father's walking suit returned to the 
wardrobe, and Dr. Schiitte's little cane bore it 
company. Soon every trace of the Storm Bird was 
effaced. It was high time. Half an hour later the 
second house-visitation took place, this time under 
another and sterner policeman, and as we had 
foreseen, our old sofa did not escape ; it was sus- 
pected and its top was raised, but the bird had 
flown." 

Here the Baroness made a pause in her story, 
but the young Swede did not give her much time to 
rest. 

" Well ? " he said, " surely he let you hear of him 
later— that Storm Bird?" 

She sighed, and with a snule of resignation ac- 
cepted the task of satisfying his impatience. She 
was not accustomed to speak as much as she had 
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spoken that afternoon^ bnt the fatigae it inyolved 
was purely physical, and she oonld easily enough 
dominate it. She went on, bat instinddyely quick- 
ened the pace of the stoiy and expressed herself 
more briefly and concisely than she had hitherto 
done. 

"Yes. We had a letter. It was long delayed, 
and in the meantime we naturally felt great anxiety, 
but when day after day passed without any announce- 
ment that Dr. Schiitte was caught, it became dear 
to us at last that he had escaped. That he did not 
immediately inform us of it was, no doubt^ the result 
of a wise caution; letters to suspected persons or 
in a suspicious hand-writing are often opened, and if 
his letter to us had met this fate, he would against 
his will have compromised us as accessory to his 
flight. When at last the letter came, it did not 
do so through the Post-ofiSce. A foreign, unknown 
messenger brought it to my mother. 

*^ Dr. Schiitte thanked us for the time he had spent 
with us and described the vicissitudes of his flight. 

'^ When he left us he went straight to Leopoldstadt. 
Soldiers swarmed everywhere, and his appearance 
aroused no attention. He secured his old room at 
the inn, 'The Yellow Lamb.' The innkeeper was 
personally attached to him, and through his assistance 
Dr. Schiitte, on the following day, succeeded in 
procuring a costume suitable to his new rdle of an 
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official in the ministerial service. Therefore when 
MuUer, the * official in the ministerial service/ was 
ready to depart, he quietly took a cab to the station. 
In order not to arouse suspicion he only took a 
ticket for Moridsdorf . The train had drawn up to 
the platform already ; he got in and took the outside 
seat nearest to the door in a coitp^ which was full of 
people, for, to facilitate the inspection of passports, 
the travellers had been packed together in as few 
carriages as possible. Very soon the military were 
heard marching up; all exits from the platform 
were barred; a police commissary appeared and 
asked to see the permits. By his voice Dr. Schtitte 
recognised him as the policeman who, on the 
previous day had superintended the inspection of our 
house, and with a snule he handed his permit to the 
polite policeman, who started, examined it in a 
surprised way, and stammered: 'But — but — ^it is 
not the right colour for to-day ! ' To make any 
underhand dealing impossible the authorities had 
taken care that the passports issued should be of a 
different colour every day. This circumstance had 
escaped my mother's attention; neither, of course, 
did Dr. Schiltte know it. All who were in the 
eoup^ directed distrustful looks at their travelling 
companion ; in a second's time the suspicions of the 
honest policeman might also be awakened — ^and 
then? Summoning all his energy in order to 
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assiime a lianghty and prond air, and concentrating 
his wiQ-power, Dr. SchtLtte fastened Iiis eyes on the 
policeman, and said indignantly in a commanding 
tone : ' Bead who I am I Ass ! ' 

'* It was a speech immediately recognised by every- 
body; it was the speech of an official of Windisch- 
gratz ! So the police commissary drew a step back, 
and stnttered : ' Pardon me, yonr honour ! ' 

'* The pretended ministerial official nodded with 
dignity, and by a gesture ordered the inspection to 
be pursued. Everything was found to be in perfect 
order, and the train quickly steamed out of the 
station. Dr. Schtitte crossed the frontier without 
let or hindrance." 

''And you never saw him again?" Anton 
Andersson asked eagerly. 

The answer did not come at once. The Baroness 
sat with her head resting on her hand. When she 
again b^an to speak her voice had a dreamy sound, 
soft and clear too, showing that her thoughts 
hovered round the days when she had been very 
happy. 

" Yes," she said. '^ Once more I saw him in life. 
It was in the summer of 1857 — ^nearly nine years 
later. I had lately been married, and my husband 
and I, after a little wedding tour in England and 
Scotland, had just returned. You know my husband, 
and you have perhaps heard that as an official he 
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belongs to the generation which succeeded that of 
1848. In onr land it is called that of the reaction 
— ^the word conveys a bad impression to all those 
who do not understand that reaction, according to 
the law of nature, is and must be the natural con- 
sequence of every rash movement, that it is a logical 
necessity that reaction should follow a too hasty 
step in advance, an evolutionary leap. My husband, 
too, had been mad in the cause of freedom in the 
days of Mettemich and Sedlnitsky. At the end of 
1847 ^^ completed his studies at the University of 
Vienna, and with the new year he started on a 
pleasure trip to Paris. He was there when the 
Eevolution of February broke out. He drove about 
in the streets, and was induced by pure curiosity to 
approach too near two bodies of combatants ; he got 
into the line of fire and was severely wounded. He 
lay long in a Paris hospital, hovering between life 
and death. When he recovered, which was not 
till the end of the year, he returned to his home in 
Prague. As soon as the new year, 1849, opened, 
he came to Vienna, and entered the ministerial 
service. He soon made his way. He was not 
compromised by his past, and all that he had seen 
in Paris with his own eyes, as well as the descriptions 
of the horrors to which Vienna had been exposed 
during that year of license, had confirmed his 
opinion as to the need of a strong government. Yon 
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haye talked to him, and yon know that in other 
lespects he is not opinionated, and thafc he generally 
judges people by their deeds, not by their theories. 
He won my love by his remarkable power of imder- 
standing humanity. I was then tweniy-foar, and 
for a third part of my life, my heart had lived on a 
vision, my longing for affection had been fed on the 
memory of a shadow and been kept warm by a 
dream. And then he came — yet it hardly belongs 
to my story, bat yon mnst forgive me for speaking 
of what remembrance sn^ests to my tongae. Yon 
will easily imagine that I confided to my hnsband 
my adoration for Dr. SchtLtte, and the part I played 
at the barricades — ^my whole life lay as open before 
him as if he had been my father-confessor for many 
years. And he understood me, understood that all 
that was a very natural outcome of my temperament, 
and that my young soul then felt youth's irresistible 
impulse towards all that is beautiful and just, and 
good — ^that my young heart then dreamt its morning 
dream. Now he himself gradually took possession 
of heart and soul, and very soon they had no room 
for anything else. This he knew only too well, and 
deeply as he was conscious of it^ he could never 
cherish any but the most friendly feelings towards 
the object of my youthful worship, Dr. Schiitte. I 
had told him all, and even this — ^that if the man 
had held out a finger, I should have been his, body 
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and Bonl, and my husband nnderstood that it was as 
much in conformity with my nature, as that I should 
now belong so entirely to him, should love him with 
every fibre of my being. The knowledge of all this 
had produced in my husband as strong a feeling of 
sympathy for Dr. Schiitte as I felt myself, 

" We were sitting in a restaurant at Hamburg, 
and had just finished our mid-day meal, when a 
strange gentleman approached our table, bowed, and 
said to me, * Have I the honour to be recognised ? ' 
I looked at him surprised. His face and his figure 
seemed well known to me, but I did not know when 
or where I had seen him. Before I myself re- 
membered it, he gave his name — Dr. Schiitte. 

" He was a little older ; his complexion was now 
of an unhealthy grey colour, and his hair too was 
sprinkled with grey, but in the main he was still 
like himself. The small moustaches were still 
bright black and curled as if contemptuously away 
from his upper lip, and when he smiled I forgot the 
ashy hue, and the grey sprinkled hair, and dreamt 
myself back into the days of nine years ago. 

"I was very glad to see him, and my husband 
was no less rejoiced to make his acquaintance. We 
took him to our hotel, and kept him there the whole 
afternoon while he related to us his later history. I 
knew that in the beginning of the fifties he had 
been arrested and condemned to ten years of hard 
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labour, but diemnBtantial details bad not leadied 
me. We leamt noir that only quite lately bad lie 
fled from bis priaon. IDs flight bad made a great 
■ennation^ and been ocHumented an just as excitedly 
in the German newspapers. We bad arrived in 
Hambnig only a few bomrs before, and thus bad 
heard nothing about it. Now be himself told ns all 
that we wished to know. 

*'It was in the spring of 1853 ^^^ ^ ^^^^ 
arrested. He thong^t then that the time wbidi 
had elapsed wonld in some measure have diminished 
the ardour of the Uood-bonnds of the law in regard 
to the capture of a political offiander, and he bad 
therefore once more ventured to cross the Austrian 
frontier. A Bohemian mine, belonging to a Joint 
Stock Compcmy, was not doing well, and the share- 
holders, of whom the greater part were Prussian 
financiers, resolved at a general meeting in Berlin 
to send an expert to make himself, on the spot, 
more closely acquainted with the situation and cir- 
cumstances. Soon after this arrived at the mine a 
certain Dr. Schulze, whose passport was apparently 
correctly made out, but in whom a subordinate 
policeHspy thought he recognised that Dr. Schfltte 
who for years past had been sought for every- 
whera 

''The detective communicated his suspicions to 
the bead of the police force at Carlsbad, and the 
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latter decided through an artifice to try to discover 
whether Dr. Schulze was really identical with the 
* wanted' political adventurer. The chief of the 
police went himself to the little town near which 
the mine was situated, and for some time he had 
Dr. Schulze closely watched. Suspicion approached 
certainty. One day a workman appeared at the 
hotel, conveying a letter addressed to Dr. Anton 
Schiltte. Dr. Schulze took it, and said he would 
take care that it reached the hands of the addressee. 
Going up to his room, he himself opened the letter. 
At the same instant the head of the police stood 
before him. Evasions were of no avail. Dr. SchUtte 
was outwitted. He was arrested, brought before a 
court-martial at Prague, convicted of participation 
in the March revolt, sentenced to ten years' hard 
labour, and carried ofiE to the fortress of Josephstadt 
to work out his punishment. 

"Josephstadt is in northern Bohemia, not far 
from the Prussian border. It is a gloomy place, 
and the prisoner who went there quite determined 
to run away, was seized by a depressing convic- 
tion of the hopelessness of hazarding an attempt 
of that kind when he saw those impassible walls 
and ramparts, guarded by soldiers with loaded 
weapons. Thus four years passed away before he 
found an opportunity suitable for putting his plan 
into action. But during those years all his thoughts 
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had been oonoentrated on tliis subject. There waa 
a good deal of tough persistencj in his character. 
He bided his time, and his resolutions stood the test 
when the right moment came. 

*< Each prisoner had his handicraft, and Schfltte's 
choice of a trade was intimately connected with his 
speculations as to his freedom. He became an 
upholsterer, and gradually acquired a fair measure 
of skill in his own department. Many of the 
stuffed chairs and sofas he manufactured were 
made for the Commandant's own house, but when- 
ever he turned out a piece of furniture, the artist 
managed to abstract a bit of the strong hempen 
webbing, which one often sees stretched across the 
bottom of such articles, and which makes the foun- 
dation on which the layers of feathers rest. These 
bits of webbing were collected year after year, 
joined together in an ever-lengthening rope, and 
carefully concealed under a mattress. 

« He made also other preparations. When he was 
called before the Commandant to receive any com- 
mission or instructions, he had always to wait for 
some time in the outer room. He stood there, to 
all appearance sunk in thought, staring at a map 
on the walL It was a map of Bohemia, and the 
prisoner's apparent absent-mindedness did not 
hinder him from gradually impressing on his 
memory the exact details of the nearest way from 
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the fastness to the Prussian fipontier. In the end 
that part of the map was so accarately photo- 
graphed on his brain that he could from memory 
and oJBT-hand produce a quite satisfactory copy which 
afterwards was very useful to him. 

"He had determined to escape by the chimney. 
He had planned it all in the very beginning of his 
captivity, and with a thought of its realisation one 
day, immediately after he took possession of his cell, 
he had pasted on its wall, just where he knew that 
the chimney went up, a very innocent looking car- 
toon, which afterwards remained there as an orna- 
ment apparently, for his own private and guileless 
enjoyment. 

'^When at last the moment arrived to dare an 
attempt at flight, he gradually scraped away the 
mortar of the wall behind the piece of paper, and 
loosened the bricks so that a hole was made, filled 
with bricks which could easily be taken away, and 
hidden by the veracious sheet. 

"It was in the summer of 1857 that the plan at 
last neared its accomplishment. He had entered 
into an alliance with two comrades, political delin- 
quents like himself. All preparations were made, 
aU eventualities seemed provided for. Through his 
hole in the wall, Schtitte had night after night made 
the needful surveys. Climbing up through the 
chimney he had reached the roof, and come down 
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agiin after lie had lifted up aome tiles oror a gamt. 
It was dark there, but with the help of a daik 
lantern, oonstmcted oot of some pilfered glass^ he 
had made himself at home witih the place. He 
peioeiyed that the fogitiyee, when they had got so 
far, would want water to wash away the soot He 
f onnd an old wooden bowl thrown away among the 
mbbiflh in the garret; he transported the water 
thither in a flask from his cell, and had also a piece 
of hard soap in readiness. 

^'He had made himself a blouse and a pair of thin 
breeches out of stolen materiaL His comrades had 
alsoy each for himself, made asnit of equally piimitiye 
garments, which were bundled up together, carried 
to the garret, and there hidden* 

"On moonlight nights SchfiLtte extended his ex- 
cursions. From thereof he selected a suitable place, 
whence the f ugitiyes, unseen by the watch, could 
dimb down. After he had made fiist his rope to 
one of the rafters of the roof, he lowered himself 
noiselessly into an outlying yard, whence he stole 
along to the outermost gate, secured by a bar, which, 
howeyer, could be remoyed after the lock holding the 
chains together had been opened with a pick-lock. 
If one were fortunate enough to attain this point, 
it seemed as if it would be eaety to get oyer a few 
ramparts and ditches. 

'' The night on which the attempt was to be risked 
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was settled on, and the snocess of the scheme seemed 
likely, if only the suspicion of the guard were not- 
aroused. At four in the afternoon the cells were 
closed, and not opened again till six next morning 
when the soldier on duty came with breakfast; but the 
prisoners were not obliged to rise at once, and each 
of the intending fugitives had provided himself with 
a dummy so placed that the soldier on guard might 
take it for a sleeping captive. 

"At the appointed hour the three conspirators 
found themselves in the garret, black as soot, but 
with the help of soap and water they soon made their 
faces and hands tolerably clean, and then put on the 
clothes which were in readiness. Even caps were 
not wanting. The rope was made fast as usual to 
one of the rafters. SchUtte's two companions leant 
over and looked down into the giddy, black depths, 
and their courage seemed to sink. Then Schtltte 
swung himself over the edge of the roof and vanished 
in the darkness. The others followed, one after 
another. 

'^ Soon they were all three in the little garden, and 
without any obstacle they pursued their way. They 
reached the last gate, and thanks to careful prepara- 
tions, were able to lift its bar without loss of time. 
All already breathed more easily, but still there were 
ramparts and ditches to be passed, and on the ramparts 
were sentinels. Schtltte, however, had found out 
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beforehand where tiiey stood, and, avoiding them 
carefully, gnided his comrades and himself sncoess- 
folly beyond tiie limits of the fortress. 

^' Now the worst dangers were passed, but as long 
as they were still on Austrian territory they were fiur 
from safe. Gendarmes were as plentiM as gnats in 
summer time ; they were for ever roving abont, and 
if the three comrades did not reach Pmssian soil 
before the signal of alarm was given from Josephstadt, 
they were inevitably lost. 

" But they had the night before them, and there- 
fore ought to succeed. They went on their way 
singing ; to slink along would have been foolish. At 
ten o'clock they reached a village where they enjoyed 
their supper at the inn. When they had eaten, they 
asked the host if there were post-horses to be had. 

'' It was so. In a little carriage provided with a 
spirited horse they were rapidly borne towards the 
Prussian borders. Soon, however, they were spied 
by two gendarmes patrolling the road ; the conveyance 
stopped at their summons, and one of them asked the 
travellers for their permit. 

" * Our passport ? ' said SchtLtte, as, cigar in mouth, 
he took ofiE his cap in greeting, undisturbed by the 
sight of the gendarmes. ^ Does one need a passport 
when one is going to see one's sweetheart ? We are 
three journeymen dyers from Alt Pless.' 

'' The gendarmes laughed, and let them go on their 
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way umnolestei A few hours later they found them- 
selves in safety on Prussian ground. 

^' Thus Dr. SchUtte described his escape. 

"When late in the afternoon he said farewell, my 
husband was as much captivated by his winning 
personality as I had once been myself, I still see 
him as he sat there before me, just out of prison, 
poor and prematurely aged, whilst I myself was at 
that moment basking in the sunshine of happiness. 
I was filled with the deepest of sympathy. He was 
to me one of the many crushed under the wheels of 
the triumphal car of Progress. He was to me one of 
the song-birds who all too early announce the advent 
of spring, twittering of warmth and sunlight. Old 
winter is not yet dead, and he kills them. But the 
spring comes after nevertheless, and other birds chirp 
in the bushes, at whose roots lie buried the first ill- 
feted weather prophets. The great Ideas of Humanity 
can never die ; they are propagated from generation 
to generation. Spring by spring there is metempsy- 
chosis. But woe to the seers whose hearts are too 
early fired by an Idea ! No truth is actualised before 
Progress has claimed its victim, and it is always the 
far-sighted — ^those to whom truth first appears in all 
its beaming loveliness — ^who are the earliest sacrifices 
to the ever onward march of Progress. 

^' On me that man made an impression which was 
never effaced, and even now he remains in my memory 
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as one of the best, most intelligent, and noblest of 
the men I have known. I can never forget his good- 
ness — ^the words he said to me, the help he gave me 
— at that fatefnl crisis when for a moment he had 
my fhtore in his hands. When I saw him before 
me at the hotel in Hambnrg, I felt gratitude towards 
him in the very depths of the heart which was then 
trembling at its own bliss, and as long as I live his 
memory shall be dear to me." 

Thus she oondnded. Both sat long silent. Out. 
side lay the garden veiled in darkness, and out of the 
gloom was heard a whisper, the melancholy sigh of 
the summer night breeze, playing gently amongst the 
bushes and leaves. 

'^ And you never saw him again ? " asked Anton 
Andersson after a time. 

"No." 

'' And you know nothing of his later fate ? " 

She did not reply at once, and when at last she 
began to speak, her voice shook as if she were sup- 
pressing her sobs : — 

" I wish you had not asked me that ; my heart 
shrinks from the necessity of answering. Yes, I had 
reliable intelligence as to his final fate. He seems to 
have emigrated to America, and there to have served 
as Quarter-master in one of the armies of the Northern 
States. It is said that while holding this important 
post he was guilty of certain irregularities, was 
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arrested, convicted of participation in embezzlement, 
and dismissed. I have never been able to believe it ! 
However clearly it may seem to have been proved, I 
shall never be able to believe that he consciously and 
intentionally did anything'disgraceful or base. That 
he was most nnfortnnate seems to be certain. He 
died of consumption in New York. 

" My warmest gratitude and deepest sympathy were 
his in death as in life. I remember him as a man 
broken down by misfortune. He was bom too soon 
to take the position in life, in which otherwise all his 
good qualities might have brought him distinction 
in the service of humanity, and of his great Father- 
land. He was a man who could not but succumb, 
because he gave his life to the realising of ideas for 
which the time was not yet ripe. He thought he 
could shape the earth into the image of the radiant 
Paradise of his imagination ; he thought he could 
seize the bubbles of thought and feeling which floated, 
fair and beautiful, before his fancy, but they broke 
as soon as they came in contact with the dust and 
dirt of reality. It is remarkable that such a man 
can be acuteness and discernment itself as far as 
others are concerned, but utterly blind when only his 
own fortunes are at stake. 

" I wish that a stronger hand than that of a child 
like myself could have taken hold of his life, and 
imprinted on his mind all that he so clearly put before 
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me when we were returning home from St. Stephen's 
Tower — tiiat the freedom of which he dreamed was 
a plant whose roots were not of this work-a-day 
earthy and that his devotion to that deity was just 
the very same early morning dream of the hnman 
heart that a maiden dreams when her feelings for 
the first time twine themselves round — a phantom. 
^The realities of life are something very different 
from that dream/ he said. Yes, he was right and 
he spoke wisely : 'one mnst not for a dream's sake 
throw away one's fatore and one's life.' And yet — 
he himself sacrificed both fatm^e and life to a dream. 
His dream was called — Freedom ; mine bore his own 
name. What freedom was to him, he himself was 
to me — the abstract ideal which has no analogy in 
this life, passion'sownreflection to which one ascribes 
a being of its own, an illusion which is sent forth 
from the camera obecura of one's own heart — 
a chimera we can never embrace, but to which we 
instinctively stretdi forth our arms." 
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CHAPTER VI 

IS THE IDEA DEAD? 

When Anton Andersson went up to liis room after 
he had said good-night to the old lady and thanked 
her for her story, he opened his window and sat 
looking oat into the darkness. He found himself in 
a condition of mental over-excitement, as if he were 
slightly inebriated. Thoughts chased one another 
through his head, as flashes of lightning gleam across 
the sky on a summer afternoon, shining forth from 
the dark background of unconsciousness, one after 
the other, without his being able to marshal them in 
logical order, for they refused to obey his will. Thus 
he was surprised when he became aware of them, as 
if they really belonged to the world of nature outside 
himself. 

During the course of that summer his inner life 
had developed like a plant carried forth from the 
four walls of a study into life's own sunshine, and 
in that hour of spiritual insight he saw for the 

L 
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fint time the new shoots, the bads and the gieea 
leaves. 

How many of these Ideas which had hAnAj shim- 
mered so beantif oily before his imagination had now 
lost their magic for him! *' Bevolntion " — ^'Be- 
pnblic'' — the words had not the samesomidasb^He! 
llieir content now presented itself to him in a yery 
new light ; he could see the skdetons of the concep- 
ticms in all their nakedness beneath the Imperial 
robes in which his fancy had hitherto decked them ; 
a straggle of homan interests was generaUy hidden 
deep onder the deceptive splendoar of Ideas. Cal- 
ealadng and clever men made plans and masked 
their specalations onder an Idea which stirred the 
easily-moved hearts of men. For these innocent 
Idealists the straggle belonged to a porer sphere, 
bat while their gaze lost itself in the blae heaven 
of Ideas, their feet danced on earth to the pii>e of 
the wily ones; the agitation in their blood, the 
beating of their hearts, the strength of their rap- 
tare — ^all these were only natand forcesi on whose 
energy cold reason based its calcalations, and which 
were finally compelled to tarn the mill-wheels of 
egoism. 

Away in the moontain region to the west of 
Sweden the wheel went roand most satisfactorily; 
it was driven by the national mania for greatness, 
foaming and roaring, bat within the mill stood the 
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miller, rubbing his hands and reckoning the amonut 
of his grist. It might have been a beantifnl and 
elevating spectacle enongh to see a young nation's 
noble self-confidence cast itself heedlessly over 
precipices; but here the enthusiasm, the frothy 
surface of the stream, had been produced by foment- 
ing national hatred between two united peoples, and 
perhaps its results might reach further than its 
originators at all imagined. You cannot blow up 
the fire on the one side of K5len without its glowing 
beneath the ashes on the other side, and if fiames 
should suddenly burst out and consume the independ- 
ence of the smaller and weaker nation, whose fault 
is it ? National feeling is a natural force, and in the 
last resort uncontrollable by any individual; and 
when the flames tower up towards the heavens it is 
too late to put them out. 

Norway outside the Union ? Norway a Republic ? 
No, there is no possibility of peace for the Scandi- 
navian peninsula if the little country becomes the 
prey of native combatants, led by statesmen who 
enforce their arguments with their fists ! This young 
nation, politically uneducated and still intoxicated 
by its newly-born freedom, would certainly not be 
capable of self-government. Hitherto, like a child 
still in its pupilage, it has done everything to attract 
the attention of its elders, till at last it has been 
lucky enough to awaken the interest of Europe in a 
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far higher degree ihan any Norwegian politiciaii 
could have foreseen. 

An aU-inclnfiiye Scandinavian Republic wonld be 
an impossibility, for the seeds of national hatred 
have borne fruit. The i^mpathies of the Swedish 
people are diametrically opposed to those of the 
people on the other side of Kolen, and the only 
possible form of government for Sweden is and will 
be a strong monarchical role. 

Anton Andersson's serions face softened suddenly 
into a smile ; a fantastic notion of a peaceful sever- 
ance of the Union suggested itself to him. He 
imagined that a nature revolution might hurl the 
little mountainous hmd at the back of Sweden right 
into the jaws of the great bear on the east, and that 
the dear land with which for a hundred years Swedes 
had shared pleasure and pain would take the vacant 
place. 

But these were dreams, mere dreams ! And one 
had to reckon with realities, unfortunately. 

He rose up, leant against the window frame, 
and drew a deep breath. He was thinking of his 
country. 

He had no home there, no near relatives, no friends ; 
he had been driven away from his business, and he 
believed no longer in the blessings of the life-work 
he had dreamt of; neither was there any woman 
there to whom his heart was given — ^there was nothing 
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to bind him to that land. And yet here, on foreign 
soil, he felt his heart ache with tenderness for that 
little spot of the universe where his cradle was rocked 
ander the murmnring pines. And that feeling just 
now, when all his old sympathies seemed swamped, 
his whole world of ideas snnk in the depths of the 
ocean, hovered like a lonely sea-mew over the water, 
gazing towards the horizon of the fiiture where the 
clouds were gathering for storm. 

And round him in Europe the anarchists' dynamite 
bombs were bursting, and the sound played an awful 
accompaniment to the mood which was working 
within him. His predilection for a strong govern- 
ment increased with every new evidence of the cruel 
and barbarous orgies which the dynamite exploits 
seemed to forebode. 

He sat down again and rested his head on his 
hands. It burnt like fire — ^fire in his brain and fire 
in his heart. 

The Swedish people, he thought, have nevertheless 
much to learn from the young nation which in 
writing and by word of mouth constantly asserts, 
and with the most naive conviction, that what is 
Norwegian is better than anything else on earth. 
The Swedes just as eagerly depreciate everything 
that is Swedish. 

A glance westwards ought to show that not only 
through the might of its army does a land or a people 
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iniiiiitftin its poation in Europe. This is secDied 
also by the power of coltarei 

There in ihe litUe mountain land it was known 
that Cnltore was a flower needing to be fostered and 
protected^ and the nation guarded it as the apj^ of 

itsey^ 

Anton Andersson was still sitting musing when 
the son rose. 
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